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The  Block  System  on  the  Oakland  Mole 


By  P.  Bahr. 


Coming  along  the  Oakland  Mole,  one  can 
hardly  imagine  it  possible  that  all  the  trains  are 
controlled  from  one  place.  Yet  this  is  so !  Two 
men  have  charge  of  all  the  traffic  on  the  mole, 
and  it  is  their  business  to  see  that  the  trains  get 
on  the  right  tracks  and  in  the  right  places. 

About  twenty-three  years  ago  the  block  system 
was  introduced  on  the  mole  and  no  accidents  have 
happened  since,  they  being  impossible  if  the 
engineer  follows  the  signals. 

The  first  warning  that  a  towerman  has  of  the 
approach  of  a  train  is  from  a  bell  which  rings  in 
the  tower,  and  immediately  the  number  of  the 
track  on  which  the  train  is  approaching  appears 
in  front  of  him  on  the  switch-board.  He  is  sup- 
posed to  know  immediately  what  train  it  is  and 
to  which  track  it  should  be  switched.  There  are 
four  tracks  leading  on  to  the  mole,  and  these 
branch  into  sixteen  switches,  making  all  told 
about  fifty  switches  to  be  controlled  from  Tower 
No.  i. 

When  the  towerman  wishes  to  throw  a  switch, 
he  turns  a  lever  which  is  fastened  to  a  long 
wooden  rod,  the  end  of  which  is,  in  turn,  fastened 
to  a  double  valve.  Two  air  pipes  lead  from  this 
valve  to  the  switch  and  signal,  and  by  turning  the 
lever  he  admits  the  air  into  either  pipe.  Some- 
times these  pipes  are  a  quarter  of  a  mile  or  more 
long,  and  instead  of  filling  them  with  compressed 


air,  water  is  used.  The  air  acting  with  a  pressure 
of  eighty  pounds  on  the  water,  forces  the  piston 
(by  the  side  of  the  track)  and  thus  throws  the 
switch.  The  water  is  supplied  from  a  reservoir 
in  the  tower,  but,  generally,  the  pipes  do  not  need 
refilling  for  several  years. 

In  the  tower  is  a  long  table  on  which  the  levers 
are  fastened.  On  top  of  this  table  is  an  exact 
model  of  the  tracks  on  the  mole,  and  when  the 
towerman  throws  a  switch  the  corresponding 
switch  on  the  model  moves  to  the  same  position. 
There  are  two  series  of  levers  fastened  to  the 
table,  one  above  and  one  below.  The  upper  ones 
control  the  switches  and  the  lower  ones  are  for 
the  semaphore  signals  corresponding  to  the 
switches.  All  the  lever  rod$  are  both  electrically 
and  mechanically  locked  in  order  to  prevent  the 
towerman  from  carelessly  throwing  back  a  switch 
before  the  train  passes  through  it.  These  locks 
are  so  arranged  that,  when  the  switches  are  prop- 
erly set,  the  current  through  an  electro-magnet 
is  broken,  allowing  the  locking  device  to  fall  into 
place,  thus  securing  the  switch.  When  the  train 
passes  through  and  over  the  switch  the  circuit  is 
again  closed  and  the  switch  freed. 

Tower  No.  I  uses  what  is  called  the  old  style 
Westinghouse  system,  while  Tower  No.  2  (West 
Oakland)  uses  the  more  modern  system. 

The  difference  in  these  two  is  that  the  air,  in- 
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stead  of  being  taken  to  the  tower  and  then  to  the 
switch,  is  taken  direct  to  the  tracks  and  there 
operates  the  switch.  There  are  several  electro- 
magnets by  the  side  of  the  tracks,  and  these  are 
controlled  from  the  tower.  These  magnets  work 
a  "  D  "  valve,  which  admits  air  to  either  end  of 
the  cylinder,  thus  operating  a  piston  which,  by 
means  of  a  rack  and  pinion  connected  with  a 
small  crank  pin,  throws  the  switch.  Alongside  of 
the  switch  is  a  detention  bar,  about  twenty  feet 
long,  which  is  so  connected  that  when  the  switch 
is  thrown  the  bar  rises  above  the  level  of  the  rails. 


The  flanges  of  the  car  wheels  force  this  down 
while  passing  over  it,  thus  keeping  the  towerman 
from  throwing  back  the  switch. 

At  the  railroad  crossings  in  Oakland,  the 
switches  are  so  arranged  that  when  the  towerman 
opens  a  switch  for  a  west-bound  train,  he  throws 
the  derailing  switches  and  danger  signals  for; 
both  the  north  and  south  bound  tracks.  Thus 
no  train  could  cross  except  the  one  the  towerman 
intends  to  have. 

The  above  is  only  a  brief  outline  of  the  systems 
employed,  as  explained  to  me  by  those  in  charge. 


LITTLE    APRICOT 


or,   Saved   in   Time 


By  the  Author  of  Handsome  Davy,  The  Masked  Horseman,  Thirty  Days  Among  Bandits, 
The  Wart  That  Was  a  Clue,  Etc.,  Etc. 


CHAPTER     I. 
THE  SOLDERING  OF  TWO  YOUNG  HEARTS. 

It  was  June. 

Balmy  June ! 

The  polar  bears  warbled  merrily  in  the  foliage 
and  the  soft,  sweet  shriek  of  the  old  man  who 
was  selling  hot  potatoes  upon  the  corner  only 
tended  to  render  the  summery  silence  more 
audible. 

Nature  seemed  in  all  her  glory. 

The  fragrance  of  new  mown  onions  filled  the 
air,  and  a  gentle  zephyr  served  to  cool  the  icicles 
which  hung  in  graceful  festoons  upon  the  broad 
second-story  fire-escape  which  graced  the  front 
of  her  father's  lordly  mansion,  upon  which  re- 
clined Eva  G.  Smith. 

She  was  just  seventeen,  and  it  would  be  hard 
to  find  a  tougher  looking  specimen  of  female 
beauty  than  she  was. 


Her  long,  silken  tresses  hung  upon  the  back  of 
the  bed,  and  her  complexion,  always  as  clear  as 
a  mud  puddle  after  a  rain-storm,  was  rendered 
additionally  charming  by  an  unexpected  look 
which  stretched  from  ear  to  ear  of  her  oval  face. 

She  leaned  over  the  fire-escape. 

Evidently  she  was  waiting. 

And  watching. 

For  whom  ? 

Time  will  tell. 

But  we  will  tell  before  time  does. 

Up  the  alley  came  a  manly  form  clad  in  the  air 
of  simple  virtue,  also  a  new  suit  of  clothes  (only 
seven  dollars,  damaged  on  account  of  fire). 

He  paused  beneath  the  fire-escape. 

Taking  a  pair  of  cymbals  from  his  vest  pocket 
he  beat  them  gently. 

"  Little  Apricot !  "  he  yelled. 

Eva  G.  Smith  heard  the  cry. 
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Well  she  knew  from  whose  lips  it  issued. 

"  Ludovico !  "  she  whispered. 

"  Yes." 

"  Is  it  you?  " 

"  Every  bit  of  me." 

"  Did  you  bring-  me  my  caramels?  " 

•'  I  did." 

"  Chuck  them  up." 

'*  Darling,  I  have  already.  To  my  cost  I  have 
found  that  lager  beer  and  caramels  do  not  agree. 
Yet " 

"  Fly !  "  suddenly  interrupted  Little  Apricot. 
"  My  father  comes.  If  he  sees  you  here  he  will 
cough  at  you  and  shatter  your  frame." 

CHAPTER    II. 

SCORNED   GOLD. 

A  moment  later  Mr.  Smith  appeared. 

He  looked  suspiciously  away  from  his  daugh- 
ter. 

"  Eva !  "  said  he. 

*'  Yes,  papa." 

"  What  are  you  doing  out  here?  " 

"  Blowing  my  nose,"  artlessly  replied  Little 
Apricot. 

"  Come  with  me." 

"Where?" 

"  Eva !  " 

"Yes?" 

"  Let  me  confide  to  you  a  secret.  I  am  a  ruined 
man." 

"  Ruined  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"How?" 

"  What  money  I  have  not  invested  in  the  Keeley 
Motor,  I  have  placed  in  the  Marine  Bank.  Eva, 
I  have  but  two  resources." 

He  grabbed  her  by  the  arm.  Almost  brutally 
he  dragged  her  into  a  far-off  room. 

He  pointed  to  a  large  package,  almost  a  bale. 

"  See,  girl,"  he  cried.     '  There  is  a  ton  of  Paris 


green!     That   is  one  alternative — suicide!     The 
other  is " 

"  Yes,  pa?  " 
'  That  you  wed  P.  J.  Maccaroon." 

An  icy  shudder  iced  Little  Apricot's  burly 
frame. 

"  Anything  but  that,  pa !  "  she  shrieked.  "You 
are  aware  that  my  affections  are  pledged  to  Ludo- 
vico Jones." 

"  And  you  are  equally  aware  that  my  watch  is 
pawned  with  Simpson,"  fiercely  said  her  father. 
"  Here  comes  Mr.  Maccaroon  now !  Give  him  a 
favorable  answer,  or,  girl,  heed  my  words!  Your 
curses  will  fall  upon  my  head." 

With  these  awful  words  he  skipped  the  apart- 
ment. 

CHAPTER    III. 

A    HAPPY    FINIS. 

Little  Apricot  nearly  swooned. 

If  she  had  not  been  all  dressed  up  she  would 
have,  doubtless. 

She  didn't,  though. 

She  kept  herself  in. 

Presently  P.  J.  Maccaroon  entered. 

His  was  not  a  form  or  face  calculated  tc 
ensnare  any  young  girl's  affections. 

He  was  hump-backed. 

He  was  gimp-legged. 

He  didn't  have  any  arms. 

His  teeth  appeared  like  decayed  gravestones, 
and  his  nose  had  been  kicked  off  by  a  cow  in  late 
youth. 

"  Miss  Smith  ?  "  said  he. 

"  Sir?  "  she  answered,  in  tones  as  cold  as  the 
breeze  from  off  an  iceberg. 

"  I  have  long  admired." 

"  Thanks." 

"  Will  you — will  you  be  my  wife  ?  " 

Firm  and  clear,  with  the  calmness  of  despair, 
came  the  frail  girl's  answer. 

"Never!" 

"What,  never?" 
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"  No,  never!  " 

A  howl  of  demoniac  rage  appeared  on  Mr.  P. 
J.  Maccaroon's  countenance. 

"  Girl,  little  you  know  that  you  are  in  my 
power!"  he  hissed.  "I  have  a  warrant  upon 
your  father's  linen  duster.  Marry  me  not  and  I 
foreclose !  " 

The  devilish  malignity  with  which  he  spoke 
caused  Little  Apricot  to  chill  with  terror. 

But  help  was  at  hand. 

The  door  fell  off  its  hinges,  and  lo !  Ludovico 
entered. 

Mr.  P.  J.  Maccaroon  shrank  back. 

Haughtily  Ludovico  flung  down  a  quarter. 

"  Villian,"  he  said,  "  that  pays  all  debts  in- 
curred by  Mr.  Smith.    Flee  !  " 

The  villain  fled. 


He  met  with  an  awful  fate. 

He  went  to  a  dime  museum  and  was  eaten  up 
by  cannibals. 

After  his  departure  Little  Apricot  sank  into  her 
lover's  arms. 

"  Saved !  "  she  remarked. 

"  Yes,  pet." 

"But,  Luddy?" 

"What?" 

"  Are  you  sure  that  your  soul  is  not  crime- 
dyed  ?  " 

"  What  mean  you?  " 

"  Where  did  you  get  that  quarter?  Never  did 
I  see  you  with  so  much  money  before." 

"  Policy — I  struck  a  gig,"  he  cooed  softly. 

Reader,  our  tale  is  done,  and  we  are  glad  of  it ; 
aren't  vou? 


A   Disclosure   of   the   Past 


St.  Louis,  Mo.,  June  2,  1903. 
Dear  Charlie: 

It  is  very  doubtful  if  you  should  ever  hear  the 
whole  truth  of  the  astonishing  discovery  made  a 
few  days  ago  in  my  native  town,  by  my  brother 
Herbert.  At  any  rate,  I  will  tell  the  story  from 
the  beginning,  for  I  imagine  you  must  always  be 
burning  for  news,  being  stuck  out  there  in  the 
mines  and  seeing  nothing  but  those  South 
African  niggers.     So  here  goes : 

I  was  sitting  in  my  office  here  yesterday,  wait- 
ing until  the  time  shoidd  arrive  when  I  could 
saunter  down  to  the  railroad  depot  to  meet  Jack, 
my  old  college  chum  and  companion  in  every 
boyish  trick  that  I  had  committed  since  I  was 
knee-high  to  a  grasshopper.  I  knew  that  Jack 
was  coming,  for  I  had  received  mother's  letter 
and  the  San  Francisco  weekly,  in  the  morning 


mail,  which  she  never  failed  to  send  me  every 
Sunday.  In  her  letter  she  never  mentioned  a 
word  of  this  wonderful  affair  to  me,  probably 
because  she  thought  I  would  rather  hear  the  news 
from  Jack  who,  she  said,  by  the  way,  was  going 
to  pay  me  a  visit,  partly  on  business  and  partly 
for  enjoyment,  and  that  I  might  expect  him  on 
June  1st,  which  was  yesterday. 

Of  course,  you  may  believe  that  I  was  not  a 
little  amazed  when  I  read  the  article  in  the  weekly, 
giving  a  very  fair  account  of  the  business,  but 
leaving  out  those  details  which  really  make  the 
whole  story  intensely  interesting  and  somewhat 
supernatural. 

After  reading  the  newspaper  item  over  again 
to  make  sure  that  I  had  not  left  anything  unread, 
I  slowly  put  on  my  hat  and  coat  and  left  the 
building  to  meet  Haliday  at  the  depot.     I  had 
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gone  but  a  Few  steps  when  a  boy  accosted  me. 
crying,  "  Mister,  first  edition  of  the  Evening  Post, 
all  about  the  great  discovery  in  tbe  West."  1  was 
somewhat  surprised  to  see  that  the  St.  Louis 
papers  thought  the  story  interesting  enough  tc 
print  on  the  front  page,  but  at  the  time  I  under- 
valued the  worth  of  the  discovery  to  the  world. 
or  in  fact  had  not  stopped  to  think  of  it  in  that 
light.  I  bought  the  paper,  but  learned  for  my 
nickel  little  more  than  I  already  knew. 

I  reached  the  depot  just  in  time  to  see  the 
Overland  pulling  in  and  to  greet  my  friend.  l\ 
being  nearly  time  for  dinner  (and  to  tell  the  truth 
I  was  burning  to  know  all  he  had  to  tell  me),  I 
took  him  into  the  "  Richelieu,"  where  we  sat 
down  in  a  private  apartment,  and  between 
courses  he  began  to  tell  me  the  story,  which  I 
will  try  to  give  you  in  his  own  words : 

"  You  must  remember,  Bob,  that  mother  has  a 
streak  of  superstition  running  in  her  blood,  which 
she  has  never  been  able  to  completely  subdue, 
much  less  father  and  I  who  have  tried  many 
times,  laughing  at  what  we  believed  then  to  be 
her  silly  notions.     She  now  has  the  laugh  on  us. 

"  It  was  nearly  five  weeks  ago  that  she  took  it 
into  her  head  to  go  to  the  fortune  teller's.  It 
seems  mother  had  visited  this  woman  before,  and 
she  had  told  her  things  that  had  come  true.  Of 
course,  she  never  let  on  to  us  of  these  visits,  for 
she  would  have  been  laughed  at  for  her  trouble. 
Among  other  things  which  she  told  her,  was  that 
a  fortune  awaited  the  one  who  should  dig  for  it 
in  our  chicken  yard,  at  a  spot  where,  until  within 
the  last  ten  years,  an  oak  tree  had  grown.  At 
first  mother  paid  no  attention  to  this,  but  so  mam; 
of  the  fortune-teller's  predictions  proved  true 
that  mother  began  to  think  it  might  pay  to  in- 
vestigate the  spot  where  the  tree  had  once 
flourished. 

"  So,  one  evening  soon  after,  she  asked  your 
brother  Herbert,  who  I  guess  you  know  goes  over 
quite  frequently  to  see  my  sister,  if  he  would  dig 


in    the   chicken    yard    for    the    treasure.      Herb, 

thinking,  1  suppose,  it  best  to  keep  on  the  good 
side  of  mother,  agreed  to  dig  up  the  stump  and 
roots  of  the  tree,  for  five  dollars  if  more  than  that 
sum  be  found. 

"  So,  the  following  Saturday,  there  being  nc 
school,  Herb  came  over  just  after  noon  and 
started  his  work  of  excavation.  He  dug  until 
dusk,  when  he  quit,  having  unearthed  nothing  but 
a  few  roots  and  rusty  cans. 

"  He  went  home  to  dinner  and  soon  returned 
to  view  the  work  he  had  done  in  the  afternoon. 
He  stepped  over  the  mound  of  dirt  which  he  had 
piled  up  and  peered  into  the  hole.  To  his  amaze- 
ment, he  saw  something  glowing  in  the  darkness 
He  jumped  down  and  picked  up  an  object,  which 
was  cylindrical  in  shape,  being  about  two  inches 
long  by  one  inch  in  diameter.  At  the  time,  Herb 
thought  it  was  some  phosphorous  substance 
which  he  had  dug  up.  He  took  it  into  the  house 
and,  after  washing  and  examining  it  carefully, 
found  that  the  object  was  a  small,  hollow  vessel 
made  of  some  heavy,  dark  stone,  on  which  was 
engraved  characters  similar  to  those  one  sees  on 
the  stonework  of  the  Aztecs.  After  several  at- 
tempts the  vessel  was  forced  open  by  the  aid  of  a 
hammer,  and  the  contents  poured  upon  the  table. 

"  Before  us  lay  a  pile  of  white  crystals  that 
resembled  ordinary  salt,  and  when  the  room  was 
darkened  it  gave  forth  a  bright  light. 

"  We  were  all  anxious  to  know  what  the 
strange  substance  might  be,  and  different  theories 
were  advanced  by  the  neighbors  who  had  been 
called  in.  Some  one  suggested  that  it  might  be 
radium,  which  has  supposedly  just  been  dis- 
covered by  M.  and  Mine.  Curie  of  France.  None 
of  those  present  knew  enough  about  chemistry 
to  tell  exactly  what  those  white  crystals  that  lay 
before  us  really  were.  It  was  finally  proposed 
that  Herb  should  show  the  vessel  and  crystals  tc 
his  chemistry  teacher  on  the  following  morning. 

"  The  teacher  told  him  that  the  crystalline  ma- 
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terial  held  all  the  properties  of  chloride  of 
radium,  and  he  asked  your  brother  if  he  would 
accompany  him  in  the  afternoon  to  Berkeley  and 
let  the  head  of  the  chemistry  department  see  the 
substance. 

"  Upon  examining  it  the  professor  said  that  he 
undoubtedly  believed  that  it  was  chloride  of 
radium,  but  that  the  affair  had  better  be  kept 
from  the  newspapers  until  more  extensive  tests 
could  be  made ;  but  you  see  that,  in  spite  of  all, 
the  papers  have  gotten  hold  of  some  of  the 
facts. 

"  The  professor  has  made  his  tests  and  is  fully 
satisfied  that  he  tested  chloride  of  radium,  but  he 
has  given  me  a  letter  to  the  head  of  the  chem- 
istry department  of  Harvard,  with  whom  he  is 
personally  acquainted,  and  who  has  made  quite 
extensive  experiments  with  the  element.  So 
here  I  am  to-day,  on  my  way  to  Harvard,  and 
I  wish  you  to  accompany  me.  Of  course,  I  must 
start  to-morrow,  for  the  whole  world  is  await- 
ing the  final  decision  of  the  Harvard  expert. 

'  'Frank,'  said  he,  '  do  you  know  what  this 
means  to  modern  science?  Why  it  means  a 
feather  taken  out  of  Mr.  Modern  Science's  hat, 
for  it  looks  as  though  the  Aztecs  or  some  of  their 
ancestors  (as  the  markings  on  the  cylinder  in- 
dicate) were  as  far  advanced  in  chemistry  as 
we  are  at  the  present  day.  To  extract  the  radium 
of  the  same  intensity  as  this  which  has  been 
found,  takes  months  to  accomplish  the  chemical 
reactions  that  are  necessary,  and  the  use  of  many 
modern  appliances.  So  you  see  that  this  dis- 
covery puts  America  on  a  level  basis  with  the  Old 
World,  where,  in  Egypt,  there  are  the  Pyramids 


that  were  constructed  by  the  ancients  with  ma- 
chinery that  must  have  been  just  as  powerful  as 
ours  of  the  present  day.'  " 

With  that,  Jack  and  I  were  interrupted  by  the 
waiter,  who  told  us  that  a  gentleman  was  waiting 
outside  of  the  door  for  us.  We  arose  and  went 
out,  and  a  man  stepped  up  to  Jack  and  whispered 
something  in  his  ear.  Jack  shook  his  head,  and 
then  introduced  me  to  this  gentleman,  who,  it 
seems,  was  one  of  the  two  detectives  who  had 
accompanied  him  from  the  West  for  the  purpose 
of  protection,  for  you  must  remember  that  even 
such  a  small  amount  of  radium  is  worth  a  con- 
siderable fortune.  Last  night  the  vessel  and  its 
contents  rested  in  my  safe,  protected  by  one  of 
the  officers. 

I  was  forced  on  account  of  urgent  business, 
which  I  had  to  transact,  to  stay  in  St.  Louis,  but 
I  will  leave  to-morrow  morning  to  join  Jack  at 
Cambridge,  near  Boston. 

I  am  very  glad  that  the  fortune  teller's  augury 
came  true,  for  if  there  are  any  persons  in  this 
world  who  deserve  a  few  of  the  good  things  of 
life,  it  is  Jack  and  his  folks,  who  have  always 
found  it  rather  hard  to  make  both  ends  meet. 
And  for  the  share  Herb  took  in  the  affair,  Mrs, 
Haliday  insists  on  sending  him  through  Cornell, 
and,  if  he  so  wishes,  to  take  a  post-graduate 
course  in  Europe. 

I  have  told  you  all  that  there  is  at  present  to 
tell,  but  I  will  write  again  from  Harvard  to  let 
you  know  the  results  of  the  expert's  experiments. 
Yours  sincerely,  Frank 

E.  G.  Champreux. 


Verse 


The  pale  red  sun  was  sinking  low, 
Was  sinking  o'er  the  sea. 

And  softly  sang  the  gentle  breeze, 
Its  true  love  song  for  me. 


The  stars  came  out,  the  moon  shone  bright. 

To  lovers  'tis  but  just 
To  shine  on  them  in  all  their  play 

As  all  true  lovers  must. 


And  as  I  watched  the  rippling  waves 

Upon  the  sandy  shore, 
A  mermaid  came  from  out  the  sea, 

And  lone  I  was  no  more. 


The  moon  sank  low,  the  stars  went  out, 

And  so  my  heart  did,  too, 
For  then  I  saw  with  heavy  dread 

My  wish  could  ne'er  come  true. 


The  water  fell  from  off  her  face, 

So  gentle  and  so  free. 
And  soon  I  fell  in  love  with  her, 

And  she  in  love  with  me. 


How  could  an  earthly  mortal  wed 
A  mermaid  from  the  deep  ? 

But  when  she  left  I  whispered  soft, 
True  love  will  always  keep. 


Adventure   With   a   Rattlesnake 


William   Main,   '06. 


On  a  bright  Saturday  morning,  having  made 
up  our  minds  to  go  deer  hunting,  my  chum, 
Ridge  Simpson,  and  I  started  off  for  the  moun- 
tains, which  were  about  a  mile  away  from  my 
home. 

Each  of  us  carried  a  Winchester  and  cart- 
ridges, and  a  bite  of  something  to  eat  in  our 
pockets.  We  had  been  on  hunts  before,  and 
knew  how  hungry  we  would  be  if  we  staid  late. 

Soon  we  reached  the  foot  of  the  mountains, 
and  started  upward  on  a  well-worn  trail. 

"  Not  much  chance  of  a  deer  this  late,"  Ridge 
remarked,  as  we  tramped  along. 

"  Oh,  well,  we'll  have  some  sport  anyway,  old 
boy,"  I  returned.  "  We'll  go  exploring  some 
creek  or  other,"  for  we  had  often  discovered 
pretty  falls  and  pools  on  other  trips. 


So,  laughing  and  talking,  we  went  on  up  the 
mountains,  in  some  places  pulling  each  other 
along  and  creeping  over  huge  bowlders  and 
stones. 

"  Pretty  hot,  isn't  it?"  remarked  Ridge,  as  we 
stood  for  a  moment's  rest. 

"  Yes,  it  is,"  said  I,  "  and  a  good  day  for  rattle- 
snakes." 

"  Yes.  Don't  you  remember  the  last  time  we 
were  up  that  you  came  near  stepping  on  one  ?  " 

"  Well,  you  may  bet  I  do!  But  we  fixed  him, 
didn't  we?  "  said  I.    "  It's  your  turn  next." 

"  Well,  let's  go  up  there  to  that  ridge  where 
it  is  clear  and  it  may  be  that  we  can  scare  out 
a  deer,"  said  Ridge. 

"  All  right,"  said  I,  "  but  it  will  be  hard  work 
getting  up,  the  brush  is  so  thick." 
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So,  starting  up  the  steep  bank,  we  resumed 
our  climb.  The  ridge  was  covered  by  thick  sage- 
brush and  small  trees,  with  now  and  then  a  rich, 
red  manzanita  tree,  with  its  curly  limbs  and  red 
bark. 

Here  and  there  we  would  see  a  smart  little 
chipmunk  scampering  among  the  twigs  and 
seeming  to  want  us  to  chase  him,  but  we  knew 
better,  for  they  are  keen  and  quick,  and  seem 
to  love  to  lead  you  on  and  then  fool  you. 

Well,  we  were  half  walking,  half  creeping 
along,  for  the  brush  was  too  thick  to  stand  up- 
right, so  we  had  to  crawl  along  underneath  it. 
Ridge  was  a  few  feet  ahead,  when  he  suddenly 
gave  a  gasp  and  half  startled  exclamation,  and 
sprang  backward,  falling  almost  into  my  arms. 

I  couldn't  imagine  for  a  moment  what  was 
the  matter,  and  Ridge  gasped  out  to  my  startled 
inquiry   that   he   had   stepped   on   a   rattlesnake. 

Looking  down  the  small  ravine  ahead  I  heard 


a  hiss  and  a  rattle,  and  soon  saw  the  rattler. 
The  rattle  which  the  snake  gives  sounds  a  good 
deal  like  a  dry  pea  in  a  pod,  but  has  a  peculiar 
buzzing  sound  which,  if  a  person  once  hears, 
he  will  never  forget. 

Bringing  my  gun  up  I  took  aim  and  shot  the 
rattler,  which  went  tumbling  and  wiggling  down 
into  the  ravine. 

Ridge  then  said  that  he  had  stepped  over  a 
root  and  was  just  putting  his  foot  down  when  he 
saw  Mr.  Rattler  all  coiled  up  on  the  other  side 
Springing  back  he  had  given  the  snake  a  shove 
before  he  could  strike,  but  it  was  enough  to  scare 
any  one,  and  we  were  looking  for  snakes  under 
every   bush   after   that. 

Nevertheless,  we  were  well  paid  for  our  scare, 
for  on  the  way  home  in  the  afternoon  we  ran 
across  three  deer,  and  managed  to  get  one  of 
them.  We  were  proud  boys  when  we  got  home 
and  told  them  of  our  luck,  but  we'll  neither  of  us 
ever  forget  the  adventure  with  the  rattler. 


Construction   in   the   Shops 


Work  is  running  along  smoothly  in  the  shops 
In  the  woodshop,  tabourettes  are  being  turned 
out  by  the  dozens,  and  some  very  artistic  ones 
among  them.  The  boys  are  also  beginning  to  use 
the  lathes  for  fancy  work,  and  napkin  rings 
pin  cushions,  gavels,  and  no  end  of  small  articles 
will  soon  be  seen  in  abundance.  Among  the 
junior  and  senior  apprentices  considerable  large 
work  has  been  done.  Complete  patterns  for  a 
drill  grinder,  pillar,  grinding  arm,  and  pulleys 
are  ready  for  the  foundryman  and  will  be  put  out 
in  short  order.  Also  patterns  for  a  one  horse- 
power direct  current  motor  are  completed,  and 
will  be  cast  before  the  end  of  the  quarter.  A 
number  of  jobs  for  the  University  of  California 


have  been  turned  out,  and  others  are  under  con- 
struction. Patterns  for  a  buffer  were  made  earh 
in  the  year,  the  plans  designed  in  the  drawing 
room,  the  castings  made  in  the  foundry  and 
finished  in  the  machine  shop,  and  the  machine 
has  been  running  in  good  order  at  Wilmerding 
for  a  number  of  months.  There  is  also  under 
construction  a  duplicate  pump  for  oil,  to  be  used 
in  case  of  emergency.  Patterns  for  a  30-inch 
radial  drill,  a  speed  lathe  of  5-foot  bed,  and  nu- 
merous small  machine  parts  have  been  and  are 
being  turned  out  at  all  times. 

In  the  forge  shop  the  boys  are  doing  pre- 
liminary work  anel  light  forging.  A  few  large 
pieces  of  work  have  been  done  also,  and  more 
will  come  later  in  the  year. 


THE  TIGER 


II 


I  'luli-r  our  new  instructor,  Mr.  La  Coste,  the 
boys  are  doing  some  fine  molding  in  the  foun- 
dry. The  castings,  especially  the  large  ones, 
come  out  perfectly  every  time.  Mr.  La  Costc 
gets  along  well  with  his  boys,  and  understanding 
his  business  thoroughly,  as  he  does,  he  should 
make  this  department  of  the  school  one  of  the 
best. 

Naturally,  most  all  work  gravitates  to  the  ma- 
chine shop,  and  one  may  see  here  a  majority  of 
the  jobs  which  pass  through  the  school.  The 
boys  (juniors)  have  finished  most  of  the  pre- 
liminary exercises,  and  are  getting  so  they  are 
able  to  use  the  machines  on  larger  jobs.  At 
present  a  large  number  of  hacksaw  frames  are 
being  made  in  order  to  supply  every  drawer  with 
one. 

Among  the  more  important  jobs  under  con- 
struction are :  A  light  Radial  drill  with  36- 
inch  reach  (to  be  made  for  Wilmerding)  ;  2  ma- 
chine speed  lathes,  5-foot  bed,  2  1-2  horse-power, 


alternating  current  single  phase  induction  mo- 
tors, 1  band  saw  for  the  wood  shop,  and  a  job 
for  the  observatory  of  the  university  at  Berkeley. 
This  latter  consists  of  three  circulars  tracks  of 
16-pound  rails,  of  14  feet  53-4  inches,  12  feet 
73-4  inches  and  12  feet  5  3-4  inches  diameters, 
respectively.  On  these  tracks  the  three  observa- 
tory domes  of  the  university  are  to  rest  and  re- 
volve so  as  to  bring  the  telescopes  into  any  de- 
sired position.  All  the  mechanism,  rollers,  sup- 
ports, shutters  for  covering  up  the  open  quarter 
of  the  domes,  etc.  is  to  be  made  at  the  school. 
We  are  very  glad  to  get  work  like  this  and  prove 
our  ability  to  handle  successfully  large  outside 
jobs. 

In  addition  to  the  above,  one  two  horse-power 
alternating  current,  two  phase  induction  motor, 
and  two  one-half  horse-power  single  phase  mo- 
tors of  the  same  type  have  been  built.  It  is  the 
intention  to  build  more  of  these  machines  this 
year  than  formerly.  H.  De  Lany. 
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Little  boy. 

Dog's  tail. 
Tin  can — 

Never  fail. 
Dog  bit 

Kid's  knee. 
Kid's  in 

Eternity. 


-ooo- 


Little  curves  and  catches, 

Fierce  drives,  and  "  What's  the  score  ?  " 
Bring  to  our  attention 

The  baseball  game  once  more. 


"MR.  MERRILL." 

"  Viva  la  Mr.  Merrill !" 

"  That's  right,  Tony,  hurrah  for  Mr.  Merrill !" 

"  Ah  !    You  knowa  him  ?" 

"  No;  who  is  he;  friend  of  yours?" 

"  Mr.  Merrill,  ze  great  Mr.  Merrill — greata 
man — mechanic,  scientist,  maka  da  big  machine, 
da  ship,  da  cupel  mold." 

"  Oh,  I  see !  A  mechanic — makes  ships,  ma- 
chines, and  cupel  molds.  Where  does  he  hang 
out  ?" 

"  Hanga  out  on  corner  of  Sixteent'  and  Utah 
Streets.  Da  Licka  School.  Runna  da  Licka 
School." 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  see.  He  is  principal  of  the  Lick 
School.    Fine  school  that." 

"  Sure !  do  da  fina  work,  maka  everything, 
drawings,  heapa  da  big  ship,  da  big  machine, 
maka  da  ladies'  hat,  da  doughnuts,  da  caka,  usa 
da  fine  materials,  teacha  da  boy,  da  girl,  maka  da 
man,  da  fine  woman." 

'  Yes,   I   know  they  teach  boys  and  girls  to 
make  fine  things  there." 


"  Sure." 

"  What  do  they  do  with  the  doughnuts,  etc., 
you  mentioned  ?     Use  them  for  paperweights  ?  " 

"  No — eata  them  ;  heapa  good — noa  paper- 
weight— maka  dem  of  iron  in  da  shop." 

"  Oh,  yes.  I  see.  And  you  say  Mr.  Merrill  is 
the  head  of  this  fine  institution  ?  " 

"  Sure." 

"  He  must  be  a  fine  man." 

"Sure,  fina  da  man,  strong  will,  fine  head,  runa 
da  school  fine." 

"  I  hear  he  had  some  trouble  with  the  boys  out 
there.    What  was  the  matter?  " 

"  Sure.  Boys  maka  da  big  troub.  Puta  da 
whitewash  ona  da  Twin  Peaks,  puta  da,  LICK, 
'05.  Maka  da  big  nuisance.  Mr.  Merrill  no 
maka  da  fuss  yet.  Hepa  da  fine  man.  Next, 
boys  geta  da  big  fight  with  da  other  school  on  da 
hill,  swipa  da  hat,  hava  da  big  rough  house.  Bah ! 
maka  da  big  troub.    Acta  lika  da  big  kid." 

"  And  what  did  Mr.  Merrill  do?  " 

"  He  giva  dem  thunder,  tella  them  he  chucha 
them  out,  they  no  behave,  jumpa  on  them  hard, 
maka  dem  feel  lika  da  five  cents." 

"  And  did  they  quit  and  behave  ?  " 

"  Sure.  Kids  geta  wise,  nothing  doing  around 
da  school  now.  Hepa  like  Sunday.  Kids  geta 
onto  demselves,  and  be  careful.  Yes,  Mr.  Mer- 
rill heap  da  fine  man,  hepa  da  good  boss." 

"  Sure.  I  guess  he  is,  Tony.  I  guess  he's  all 
right." 

"  Sure." 

"  Are  you  going  to  send  your  boy  to  that 
school  ?  " 

"  Me?  Listen.  My  boy  goa  dat  school  if  he 
break  his  leg,  his  arm,  his  neck,  the  house  burn 
down,  he  goa  dat  school.  He  killa  himself,  he, 
goa  dat  school.  Eh  ?  You  smoka  da  good  se- 
gar?" 

"  Sure.    Thank  you,  Tony." 

"  Viva  la  Mr.  Merrill." 

"  Vive  la  Mr.  Merrill."  "  Newie,"  '04. 


SHOP. 


By  Hayden  De  Lany. 


We  hear  that  the  Bay  got  loose  in  the  foundry 
a  few  weeks  ago.    Queer,  wasn't  it,  Mr.  F.  ?  " 


)00- 


Mr.  S. — Where  is  the  7-16  26  drill? 
Mr.  W. — I  don't  know.    I  gave  it  to  some  fel- 
ler, the  Lord  only  knows  who — and  He  won't  tell. 


-000- 


Ask  Mr.  Woodman  what  he  thinks  of  school 
getting  out  for  a  football  game — but  be  sure  you 
have  a  clear  field  and  can  run. 


-000- 


Mr.  B. — Mr.  Hewitt,  may  I  have  a  handful  of 
these  old  nails? 

Mr.  H. — Ah — er — yes.  Put  back  what  you 
don't  use. 


-000- 


We  would  advise  Mr.  Woodman  to  get  a  few 
"  shims  "  to  put  under  some  of  our  "  Four  Foot 
Freddies  "  in  order  that  they  may  work  more 
comfortably  at  the  vises. 


-000- 


It  is  certainly  a  shame  to  let  that  awful  Plane; 
Belt  bother  Mr.  Woodman  so.  Some  of  you  en- 
terprising seniors  better  invent  some  appliance  to 
do  awav  with  it. 


-000- 


Apparently  the  Sugarie  is  the  Santa  Claus' 
Mission  Headquarters. 


We  learn  with  regret  that  our  engineer,  Mr 
O.  H.  Fiddes,  intends  to  leave  us  after  Christmas 
He  has  a  chance  to  better  himself,  and  expects  tc 
go  to  Australia  early  in  the  year. 


-000- 


Some  of  our  "  long  "  boys  have  troubles,  too 
Bob  tells  us  that  if  he  ever  works  in  a  shop,  he's 
going  to  make  the  boss  block  up  the  lathes  sc 
that  he  can  reach  down  to  them  without  doubling 
up. 

000 

Mr.  M.  (while  fixing  the  kitchen  sink) — The 
old  man  ought  to  be  shot  for  giving  us  jobs  like 
this. 

Miss  Crittenden  (coming  up) — Who  do  you 
mean  by  the  old  man  ? 

Mr.  M. — Ah — er — a  feller  over  there  in  the 
shop. 

000 

SOMETHING    NEW. 

William  H.  Woodman's  great  and  novel 
"  Doughnut  Punching  Machine  "  is  in  operation 
daily  in  the  shop.  Guaranteed  to  punch  the  holes 
out  of  doughnuts  and  leave  no  burrs  on  the 
edges.  Be  sure  to  drop  in  and  see  it  operated. 
No  extra  charge. 

000 

The  cooking  room  is  not  the  only  place,  where 
one  may  see  the  culinary  art  practiced  in  the 
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school.  Our  lady  friends  would  have  been 
treated  to  a  rare  delicacy  in  the  form  of  roast  cat. 
if  they  had  happened  into  the  boiler  room  a  short 
time  ago.  See — "  The  Mystery  of  the  Boilei 
Room,  or,  Who  Threw  the  Cat  into  the  Furnace.' 
12  mo.  Boards,  50c.  Cloth,  $1.00.  Charles  By- 
gosh  &  Sons.    No.  25  Easy  Street,  Oakland. 


-000- 


Strolling  through  the  washroom  a  short  time 
ago,  we  noticed  an  unusual  noise  in  the  foundry, 
and  on  investigating,  were  greeted  by  the  follow- 
ing, which  flowed  smoothly  out  from  behind  a  big 
ladle  of  hot  metal : 

"  Hist  'er  a  bit,  Strauss,  hist  'er.  That's  right. 
Hold  on  there!  What  you  doin'?  That's  right, 
now,  hold  'er.  Easy  now,  easy.  All  rightj 
Strauss,  down  the  shop.     Hey,  look  out  there. 


get  out  'er  the  way  so  I  can  see  Strauss.  Down 
the  shop  now.  Easy  there !  Cross  'er  over  a 
bit.  Hey !  not  that  way !  What  the  — ! !  There, 
that's  right,  cross  'er  over  a  bit.  Now,  let  'er 
down — let  'er  down — hurry  up !  What  the  deuce 
is  the  matter  with  you,  Strauss?  Get  out  o'  the 
way  there,  so  I  can  see  Strauss.  Now,  hold  'er 
there  a  minute.  Hey,  you-  fellers,  hurry  up  there 
with  that  metal.  All  right,  Strauss — hist  'er, 
and  up  the  shop.  Easy,  now — Confound  you 
Strauss !  Hold  on  there ! !  That's  right,  slop  it 
all  over  the  floor.  Look  out  o'  the  way  there. 
Easy  now,  easy.  Now  let  'er  down,  Strauss. 
Slo-o-o-w  now ! !  Hold  on  there !  Now  then, 
hold  'er." 

The  above  is  only  a  sample  of  what  one  ma}| 
hear  on  any  fine  day  when  Strauss  runs  the  crane 
— Hurrah  for  Strauss! 


The   Game   from   the   Inside 

By  George  C.  White,  '05. 


It  was  the  day  of  the  game  to  decide  the  sub- 
league  championship.  L— 1  and  we  had  each 
beaten  the  other  teams,  and  this  was  the  deciding 
game. 

I  was  more  nervous  than  usual  as  I  dressed 
and  adjusted  my  "  rigging."  When  we  were 
all  dressed,  Scott,  our  coach,  called  us  over  in  c 
corner  of  the  room  and  gave  us  the  last  talk.  I 
never  could  see  that  these  "  last  talks  "  before  a 
game  enlighten  us  very  much,  because  what 
the  coach  hasn't  told  about  playing  beforehand 
don't  amount  to  much.  I  don't  remember  all  he 
said  to  me,  but  the  most  important  was : 

"  Stubby  "  (that's  my  nickname — I  don't  know 
how  it  originated),  "  Knight  can't  go  into  the 
game  to-day,  so  I  am  going  to  play  you  in  his 
place.  Now,  here's  a  chance  to  earn  your  L 
and  remember  when  you  tackle  "  Shoestrings." 


Knight,  who  played  our  left  end,  was  a  Senior 
and  had  played  two  years  on  the  team.  He  had 
broken  his  arm  in  practice  a  few  nights  before 
and  I,  being  first  substitute,  was  next.  Here  was 
my  chance  to  win  one  of  those  much-coveted  Ls, 
but,  being  a  first-year  "  kid  "  and  inexperienced, 
I  had  but  little  hope  of  earning  one  before  Knighf 
was  injured. 

We  got  on  our  car  and  went  out  to  the 
grounds.  We  were  having  our  weak  parts  band- 
aged up,  and  Jack  (he's  one  of  the  rubbers)  was 
adjusting  a  sole-leather  harness  to  my  shoulder 
(it  had  been  hurt  early  in  the  season,  and  gener- 
ally went  back  on  me  when  I  needed  it  the  most). 
Just  then  Knight,  his  arm  in  a  sling,  came  up. 

"  Well,  kid,"  said  he,  "  here's  your  chance  tc 
make  a  '  rep.'  Don't  lose  your  courage  and  for- 
get your  signals  when  you  are  lined  up  waiting 
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for  the  whistle  to  blow  for  the  kick  oil.''    This 
last    remark   was   not    withoul    tin-  domineering 

sarcasm  that   Seniors  arc  in   the  habit  of  using 
when  addressing  "  Freshies."     1   determined  to 
show  Knight  and  a  few  of  the  "  wise  ones  "  that 
even  a  "  Freshie  "  isn't  "  yellow  "  when  it  come 
to  playing  football. 

We,  the  eleven,  came  out  on  the  field — "  trotted 
out  on  the  '  checkerboard,'  "  as  the  newspaper 
reporters  would  say — and  the  rest  of  the  team 
retired  to  the  sidelines.  We  ran  a  few  play? 
down  the  field,  tried  a  field  goal,  which  sailed 
beautifully  over  the  bar  and  won  our  rooters' 
applause  (field  goals  always  do  in  practice,  but 
generally  its  a  different  story  when  there's  an  op- 
posing team  rushing  in).  Then  we  punted  up 
the  field,  and  Barnes  (he's  the  other  end)  and  1 
ran  down  on  the  kick.  Scott  then  called  us  to- 
gether, and  he  and  Sherwood,  our  captain,  and 
left  tackle,  talked  again  to  us — mostly  about  run- 
ning plays  and  tackling. 

While  they  were  talking  L — 1  trotted  out  or, 
the  field  and  began  practicing.  Any  one  could 
see  with  half  an  eye  that  their  style  of  game  wras 
to  be  one  of  quick  plays — mostly  end  runs,  which 
I  observed  to  my  discomfiture. 

We  won  the  toss,  chose  the  field,  and  took  our 
position.  The  L — 1  man  took  about  "  a  month  of 
Sundays  "  to  adjust  that  ball  for  the  kick-off. 
Then  he  drew  back,  surveyed  it,  and  evidently 
wasn't  satisfied,  for  he  re-adjusted  it.  Then  a 
gust  of  wind  caused  it  to  roll  out  of  position. 
While  this  was  taking  place,  I  remembered 
Knight's  remark,  and  it  struck  me  as  being  pretty 
true — for  I  could  feel  my  heart  pounding  against 
my  ribs,  and  I  hardly  breathed. 

The  whistle  sounded  at  last.  "  Plunk!  "  The 
ball  sailed  through  the  air  to  our  right  half  back, 
who  ran  it  in  twenty  yards  before  he  was 
downed.  We  massed  on  tackle  twice,  and  not 
gaining  our  yards  punted.  Barnes  downed  the 
man  in  his  tracks — a  very  pretty  tackle. 


Wc  lined  up,  and  their  first  play  started.  It 
was  around  my  end,  but  luckily  I  dodged  die  in 
terferer  and  tackled  the  half  back  with  a  gain  of 
only  two  yards.  Sherwood  yanked  me  to  m\ 
feet,  saying:  "  Nice  work,  Stubby,  hold  'em 
down."  Then  they  sent  a  play  through  the  other 
side,  which  gained  their  yards,  and  I  heard  the 
L — 1  crowd  cheer  and  yell  like  mad. 

The  next  play  started,  and  I  saw  it  was  coming 
my  way.  I  dove  at  the  feet  of  the  man  carrying 
the  ball,  missed  him,  but  piled  up  the  bunch  on 
top  of  me,  and  I  got  a  crack  on  the  head  that 
laid  me  out. 

Somebody  sponged  off  my  face,  and  I  got  up 
feeling  very  funny.  I  don't  remember  much 
more  of  the  first  half.  Every  play  seemed  to 
come  around  my  end,  and  I  think  they  usually 
gained  their  yards.  Once  they  had  us  on  our 
five-yard  line,  but  through  some  kind  of  a  misun- 
derstanding they  fumbled  and  one  of  our  guards 
or  somebody  on  our  side  fell  on  the  ball.  I  heard 
the  crowd  yelled  something  about  "  Rat-traps 
and  Cat-traps,"  so  I  guess  it  must  have  been  our 
crowd. 

We  punted  on  our  first  down,  and  I  "  nailed  " 
the  runner  as  he  came  down  the  field.  The 
crowd  yelled — I  guess  the  L — 1  man  must  have 
made  a  good  run,  for  surely  they  weren't  yelling 
for  me  (a  "kid  Freshie"),  because  when  I 
tackled  I  came  very  near  missing  him.  L — 1 
bucked  three  or  four  times,  each  time  for  a  gain, 
and  then  the  timekeeper's  whistle  blew,  ending 
the  half. 

How  glad  I  was  that  the  half  was  up — that 
whistle  was  our  salvation !  L — 1  had  failed  to 
score,  not  through  any  good  playing  of  ours,  but 
owing  to  an  unfortunate  fumble  at  a  critical  time. 
We  had  the  ball  in  our  possession  about  four  or 
five  times,  and  had  either  been  forced  to  kick  or 
had  lost  the  ball  on  downs.  We  had  been  played 
clearly  "  off  our  feet." 

When    we    had    been  rubbed  down  and  our 


Hi 


THE  TIGER 


bandages  readjusted,  Scott,  looking  very  serious, 
came  over  and  began  talking:  "  Boys,"  he  said, 
"  you've  got  to  '  go  some  '  to-day  if  you  want  to 
win.  You'll  have  to  play  as  you  never  played  be- 
fore. You  know  they  had  you  beat  if  it  wasn't 
for  that  fumble.  Who  was  it  fell  on  the  ball? 
Thornton,  oh — er,  say,  Thornton,  what's  the  mat- 
ter with  you  ?  Can't  you  keep  your  feet,  or  art 
you  afraid  of  that  man  against  you?  They're 
going  through  you  like  as  if  there  were  nobody 
there.  In  fact,  the  center  of  the  line  is  like  paper. 
There's  holes  there  I  could  drive  '  a  coach  and 
six '  through,  and  the  ends "  (meaning  yours 
truly  and  Barnes)  "  are  like  cigar-store  Indians. 
Stubby,  are  you  in  a  trance,  or  playing  ping- 
pong?  They're  getting  around  you  as  if  there 
were  no  end  there  at  all,  and  Smith  "  (he's  the 
left  half  back)  "  is  breaking  the  interference  and 
most  of  the  time  tackling  the  runner.  You  tackle 
as  if  you  were  trying  to  pull  his  headgear  off. 
That  tackle  you  made  on  this  last  punt  was  the 
biggest  accident  I  ever  saw — you  fell  down  and 
couldn't  get  out  of  his  way,  and  you  didn't  know 
you  had  him.  Now,  when  you  tackle  leave  your 
feet,  and  remember,  tackle  low,  just  above  his 
'  Shoetops  Shoestrings.'  When  you  dive  in  that 
way,  you're  bound  to  stop  something,  even  if  you 
miss  your  man.  Is  your  girl  up  in  the  grand- 
stand watching  you,  and  are  you  afraid  to  dirty 
your  pretty  face?  Now,  boys,  go  in  and  play 
'em  to  a  finish!  Sherwood,  if  you  see  you  can't 
score,  possibly  you  can  keep  them  from  scoring 
by  playing  a  punting  game !  " 

We  went  out  on  the  field,  I  feeling  like  "  ten 
cents  in  the  fog  "  as  "  Reck  "  describes  anything 
not  suiting  his  fancy.  ( Reek's  my  chum ;  he 
doesn't  play  football,  thank  goodness,  he's  got 
more  sense  than  to  try  to  see  how  near  he  can 
come  to  getting  his  cranium  fractured  or  to  make 
an  ass  of  himself;  he  plays  the  banjo  and  tennis.) 
Why  didn't  Scott  take  me  out  and  put  in  some- 
body who  wouldn't  disgrace  his  school  and  his 


team?  I  wished  1  could  crawl  off  to  some  hole 
and  hide  myself. 

My  soliloquy  was  brought  to  a  close  by  the 
whistle  as  a  signal  to  us  to  kick  off.  Barnes  got 
down  the  field  ahead  of  me,  and  missed  the  run- 
ner, then  I  missed  him,  and  I  guess  very  nearly 
our  whole  team  missed  him,  because  when  we 
lined  up  the  ball  was  on  the  fifty-five-yard  line. 
L — 1  had  run  the  kick-off  in  to  the  center  of  the 
field !  I  heard  a  great  deal  of  yelling  and  horns 
blowing,  L — 1  yelling  because  that  half  back  (he 
was  the  one  that  always  carried  the  ball  around 
my  end  for  gains)  had  made  a  good  run.  Maybe 
our  crowd  were  yelling  because  they  were  thank- 
ful L — 1  hadn't  made  a  touch-down.  They  had 
such  few  chances  to  yell  during  the  first  half  ex- 
cept to  yell  "  Hold  that  line !  Hold  that  line — 
hard !  " 

L — 1  tried  some  mass  plays,  and  then  punted — 
it  was  a  beautiful  kick,  and  our  man  was  downed 
in  his  tracks  far  down  the  field. 

We  lined  up.  "  A  96-8-52."  That  magic  sig- 
nal !  It  meant  I  was  to  take  the  ball  around  the 
other  end.  I  got  the  ball  tucked  safely  away  un- 
der my  arm.  Smith,  dear  old  Smith,  the  half 
back,  who  Scott  said  was  doing  most  of  my  tack- 
ling, ran  my  interference.  Some  way  or  other 
we  got  past  the  line — I  was  free — ten  of  the 
L — l's  team  behind  me,  Smith,  my  interferer,  and 
only  one  man  between  me  and  that  coveted  white 
chalk  line  on  which  stood  the  goal  posts.  Smith 
hit  him  and  he  missed  me — a  clear  field  to  myself., 
yet  how  far  away  those  goal  posts  looked ! 

Visions — Grammar  School  visions — rose  in  my 
mind — how  some  day  when  I  went  to  High  School 
I  would  carry  the  ball  for  a  touchdown  and  win 
the  game  for  my  school ;  how  the  rooters  would 
carry  me  on  their  shoulders ;  how  I  would  be  con- 
gratulated by  members  of  the  faculty ;  and  how, 
after  being  elected  captain  for  next  year  at  a 
banquet  given  in  the  team's  honor,  I  would  make 
my   after-dinner   speech   of   acceptance — how    I 
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would  strut  around  with  a  big  gold  "  L  "  on  the 
breast  of  my  'varsity  sweater,  and  upper  class- 
men would  explain  to  "  Freshies  "  that  that  fel- 
low was  Ruggles  (they  wouudn't  call  mc 
"  Stubby  "  any  longer),  captain  for  the  coming 
year,  who  had  won  the  game  for  the  team  last 
year  by  a  great  eighty-five-yard  run.  I  would 
be  asked  to  join  such  a  fraternity  and  then  .... 

I  must  have  slowed  up  running,  or  else  some 
L — 1  fellow  was  a  terribly  fast  man,  for  suddenly 
my  feet  went  out  from  under  me,  and  I  received 
a  swinging  smash  on  the  head.  They  held  a  bot- 
tle of  some  stuff  that  smelled  awfully  strong 
under  my  nose,  but  it  did  its  work,  and  I  got  up. 
Somebody  (I  guess  it  was  Smith)  patted  me  on 
the  back,  saying: 

"  That's  '  going  some.'  Stubby,  old  warhorse 
— nice  work !  "  Our  crowd  was  cheering  this 
time,  I  am  sure,  for  through  the  hazes  of  slowly 
settling  planets  I  saw  black  and  gold  colors  wav- 
ing. 

The  ball  was  in  L — 's  twenty-yard  line,  or  to 
express  it  in  mathematics,  I  had  made  a  touch- 
down— 20. 

Well,  we  never  got  any  further.  L — 1  blocked 
our  try  at  a  field  goal  on  our  third  down,  and 
started  in  to  make  a  touchdown  for  themselves. 
They  ran  my  end  time  and  time  again,  always 
gaining,  but  someway  or  other  we  seemed  to  hold 
them  at  the  critical  moments.  My  head  was 
ringing  like  a  bell,  and  half  the  time  I  could  not 
comprehend  my  own  signals.  My  shoulder  was 
holding  out  pretty  well,  considering  how  it  got 
banged  about,  and  I  was  hoping  it  would  last 
till  the  end  of  the  game.  It  seemed  that  in  every 
play  I  either  got  hit  on  the  shoulder  or  on  the 
head. 

One  play  I  remember  distinctly ;  it  was  coming 
again  around  my  end — how  that  dirty  faced  fiend 
of  an  interferer  would  come  at  me,  bang  me  in 
the  ribs,  and  most  of  the  time  box  me  up.  This 
time  he  caught  me  off  my  guard  and  boxed  me  up 
completely.    They  made  a  run  of  forty  yards,  and 


our  full  back  just  did  get  him.  They  were  on  our 
twenty-five-yard  line,  and  I  knew  that  another 
run  like  that  and  it  wouldn't  be  very  hard  to  tell 
what  crowd  of  rooters  would  shout  after  the 
game.  I  gritted  my  teeth  and  dug  my  fingernails 
into  the  ground  (as  if  doing  that  would  win  a 
football  game)  ! 

They  started  again  my  way.  I  saw  it  coming, 
and  left  my  feet  and  "  nailed  "  my  man  low  be- 
hind his  own  line.  Then  they  massed  on  tackle 
and  guard  till  gradually  they  were  on  our  three- 
yard  line.  Somewhere  off  in  the  grandstand 
there  was  a  sickly  "  Hold  'em,  hold  'em  hard!  " 
There  was  no  doubt  as  to  which  section  this  yell 
was  coming  from. 

Twice  they  massed,  gained  a  little  each  time, 
but  the  Tiger  line  held.  Then  the  last  attempt — 
the  ball  snapped  back,  a  wiggling  mass  which 
trembled  and  bowled  over — " 

"  Other  side's  ball,"  yelled  the  umpire.  This 
time  our  crowd  had  good  cause  to  cheer.  Our 
line  had  stood  like  a  stone  wall  on  our  yard  line. 
How  we  held  them  I  cannot  tell,  but  the  fact  that 
Sherwood  and  Thornton,  our  left  guard,  were 
carried  off  the  field  after  this  play  may  shed  some 
light  on  the  subject. 

We  punted  out  of  danger  and  in  tackling  I  re- 
ceived a  straight  arm  on  the  nose  that  made  the 
stars  swim  in  red.  Then,  after  an  exchange  of 
plays  by  both  teams  which  I  remember  hazily,  we 
had  the  ball  on  our  thirty-yard  line,  and  the  time- 
keeper told  us  we  had  two  minutes  to  play.  We 
made  four  or  five  plays,  gaining  our  yards,  and 
then  punted.  By  a  punt  it  would  give  L — 1  the 
ball  far  down  the  field  and  the  time  would  be  up 
before  they  could  work  the  ball  anywhere  near 
our  goal  line.  We  could  at  least  keep  them  from 
scoring,  and  thus  make  the  score  a  tie. 

Smith  made  a  beautiful  long  punt  and  the  L — 1 
man  made  a  good  catch  and  was  started  well 
before  Barnes  or  I  reached  him.  I  was  the 
nearest  to  him,  but  it  was  a  hard  tackle,  so  I 
made  a  long  dive  at  his  shins.    He  dodged — my 
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arm  brushed  across  his  canvas  trousers — slipped 
off— and  I  hit  the  ground  on  the  side  of  my  head 
and  on  my  bad  shoulder.     *      *      * 


When  I  came  to,  I  was  lying  on  the  side  lines, 
and  Jack,  our  rubber,  was  bending  over  me 
sponging  my  forehead,  while  "  Reck  "  was  hold- 
ing that  bottle  of  strong-smelling  stuff  under  my 
nose  and  supporting  my  head.  What  on  earth 
could  Reck  be  doing  on  the  field  ?  Why  was  I 
lying  on  the  side  line  ?  Where  were  the  ball  and 
the  team  ? 

'  They  can't  beat  us,  '  Reck.'  I  tell  you  we'll 
beat  'em  yet,"  I  gasped  and  started  to  get  up, 
but  found  that  I  couldn't,  owing  to  the  intense 
pain  in  my  shoulder. 

Then  they  told  me  the  game  was  over ;  how 
Kenyon  (that  was  the  L — 1  man's  name)  whom 
I  missed  and  I  guess  our  whole  team  missed, 
had  run  that  punt  right  in  to  a  touchdown !  We 
were  beaten  5 — o! 

There  was  red,  red  everywhere — red  banners 
and  red  ribbons  all  over.  There  was  a  gang  of 
L — 1  rooters  dancing  a  serpentine  out  on  the 
field  and  yelling  at  the  top  of  their  lungs.  Reek- 
raised  me  up.  I  put  my  arm  around  his  neck, 
while  he  gripped  me  around  the  waist  with  his 
other  arm.  Somebody  else  supported  me  from 
the  other  side  and  we  started  for  our  car. 

'  'Reck,'  "  I  said,  "  I  lost  the  game  by  missing 
that  last  tackle."  Oh,  why  did  they  put  me  in 
the  game  ?  Why  did  I  ever  try  to  play  football  ? 
I  might  have  known  I  didn't  have  it  in  me  to  be 
a  football  player ! 

"Never  mind, Fred, old  man  "  (Reek's  the  only 
fellow  who  doesn't  always  call  me  "Stubby") 
"you  played  a  good  game — Gee!  that  tackle  at  the 
close  of  the  first  half  was  a  corker,  and  that  run 
— say,  that  was  eighty-five  yards  and  a  beauty ! 
I  thought  you'd  make  a  touchdown  sure.  Any- 
way you've  earned  your  L." 

I  thought  I  had  a  touchdown  myself,  but— 


1  didn't  make  it.  1  knew  "  Reck  "  was  only 
trying  to  cheer  me  up  and  comfort  me,  and  as  to 
the  L — they  could  keep  it.  Who'd  wear  an  L 
after  he  had  lost  the  game  for  his  school?  The 
tears  came  into  my  eyes  and  ran  down  my  cheeks. 
I  tried  to  stop  them,  but  I  couldn't. 

I  saw  our  crowd  leaving  the  grounds,  going 
gloomily  home,  as  only  losers  do.  I  knew  that 
every  one  of  the  girls  and  fellows  had  a  strong 
contempt  for  me  for  losing  the  game.  I  wished 
I  was  a  Zulu  in  darkest  Africa  and  had  never 
seen  a  pigskin  except  running  about  in  my  native 
jungle.  "  Reck  "  lifted  me  on  to  our  car,  my 
shoulder  paining  terribly.  Our  fellows  were 
badly  used  up.  Sherwood  and  Thornton  were  out 
of  their  heads.  Oh,  curse  me  to  lose  the  game 
after  our  fellows  had  worked  so  hard ! 

The  next  thing  I  remember  was  that  I  was 
lying  in  bed,  with  father  and  mother  standing  by 
my  bed.  "  Well,  son,"  said  Dad,  "  by  the  looks 
of  you  they  must  have  used  you  pretty  hard  yes- 
terday. The  doctor  says  that  the  ligaments  of 
your  shoulder  are  pretty  badly  strained,  but  that 
you'll  be  out  of  bed  in  a  week." 

They  brought  in  my  breakfast,  and  after  break- 
fast the  morning  paper.  I  glanced  hurriedly  at 
the  headlines  of  the  pages.  There  it  was :  "  L — 1 
downs  the  Tigers  after  an  exciting  game — Ken- 
von  wins  game  in  last  minute  by  a  great  seventy 
yard  run."  It  described  the  plays,  of  which  a 
great  many  I  have  no  recollection.  One  little 
sentence  at  the  end  attracted  my  attention.  It  ran : 
"  Of  the  ends,  Ruggles,  considering  his  inex- 
perience, played  a  good  game  for  the  Black  and 
Gold,  making  the  longest  run  of  the  day  (eighty- 
five  yards),  but  was  downed  by  a  miraculous 
tackle  on  the  L — 1  twenty-yard  line." 

The  man  came  to-day  and  took  my  measure 
for  a  'varsitv  sweater. 


-000- 


Apparently  the  Sugarie  is  the  Santa  Claus' 
Mission  Headquarters. 


The   Stubbornness   of   Eleanor 


By  Lora   E-    KlMBKRLY. 


The  Senior  Christmas  hop  was  in  full  swing, 
and  was  decidedly  a  success.  Mrs.  Jack  Dins- 
more  sent  her  partner  after  an  ice,  and  sank  down 
into  a  deeply-cushioned  chair  near  the  door  of 
the  parlor,  looking  out  on  the  brilliant  scene  in 
the  ballroom.  She  was  very  much  perplexed, 
was  this  little  matron  of  two  winters,  and  the 
cause  of  her  perplexity  was  her  present  guest  and 
former  college-mate,  Eleanor  Ward.  She  could 
see  Eleanor  now,  standing  near  the  door,  sur- 
rounded by  a  bevy  of  anxious  under-graduates, 
eagerly  seeking  her  card.  How  beautiful  she 
was  !    And  such  a  success ! 

"  How  glad  I  am  I  prevailed  on  her  to  come," 
thought  Mrs.  Jack.  "  But,  come  to  think  of  it, 
she  had  not  had  to  be  prevailed  upon  very  much. 
Ever  since  her  return  from  Europe  three  weeks 
ago,  Eleanor  had  been  in  a  state  of  child-like 
expectancy  over  this  dance.  And,  now,  why  did 
she  glance  toward  the  door  so  repeatedly  ?  And 
why  was  all  this  wit  and  brilliant  repartee  so 
assumed?  "  It's  so  good  of  Jack  to  take  her  away 
from  them  all,"  thought  his  wife,  as  Betty  settled 
back  in  her  chair  and  fell  to  thinking  of  her 
guest. 

"  The  fact  of  the  matter  is,  Eleanor  expected 
to  see  Tom  Meredith  here  to-night,  and  now  she 
is  disappointed.  Poor  dear!  I  always  thought 
there  was  more  between  those  two  than  she  ever 
told  me."  Betty  and  Eleanor  had  been  college 
chums  and  Sorority  sisters,  both  of  the  class  of 
'99 — also  Tom  Meredith  of  '99. 

How  well  she  remembered  the  morning  after 
commencement,  when  the  early  call  from  Eleanor 
elicited  the  excited  question :  "  Are  Tom  and  you 
engaged  ?  And  you  come  to  tell  me  first  ?  Oh, 
you  dear,  I  am  so  glad."  Then  like  a  dash  of 
cold  water,  the  reply  from  white  lips :  "  Never 


mention  Tom  Meredith's  name  to  me  again.  I 
hate  him.  I  came  to  tell  you  I  am  going  to 
Europe  next  week  with  mama." 

That  had  been  all.  Eleanor  had  remained 
abroad  three  years,  and  Betty  had  only  heard 
from  her  irregularly.  Now  she  had  returned 
more  beautiful  than  ever,  and  was  staying  with 
Betty  for  the  holidays. 

Of  Tom  Meredith  they  had  heard  very  little, 
except  that  he  was  out  West  "  somewhere,"  mak- 
ing a  name  for  himself. 

As  Betty  sat  there  thinking  of  all  these  things, 
some  one  had  entered  the  hall  and  was  standing 
near  the  door,  looking  with  indifferent  eyes  on 
this  well-remembered  and  familiar  scene. 

Betty,  grown  impatient  of  being  alone,  turned 
and  looked  around  for  her  absent  partner.  Then, 
suddenly,  she  beheld  the  newcomer.  In  an  instant 
she  was  beside  him.  "  Why,  Tom  Meredith, 
where  did  you  come  from  ?  " 

"  Well,  well,  it  is  little  Betty  Larmouth-Dins- 
more  of  '99.  I  didn't  expect  there  would  be  other 
'99  alumnis  here.  Where  is  Jack  ?  Is  there  any 
other  of  our  class  with  you?" 

"  Yes,  yes,  Jack  is  here.  Let  me  take  you  to 
him."  Chatting  vivaciously,  Betty  led  him  across 
the  ballroom  to  the  conservatories,  where  she  had 
see  Jack  and  Eleanor  a  short  time  before. 

"  Jack,  here  is  Tom.  Isn't  it  fine  that  he  hap- 
pened to  return  in  time  for  the  hop!  And,  oh, 
yes,  here  is  Eleanor.  You  remember  Miss  Ward, 
do  you  not,  Tom  ?  " 

While  Betty  was  thus  speaking,  Eleanor  stood 
transfixed  with  surprise  and — well! 

They  shook  hands  conventionally,  but  Tom 
seemed  to  find  something  in  Eleanor's  eyes  that 
explained — who  shall  say  zvhat  Tom  saw  in  the 
dark  depth  of  those  brilliant  eyes?     Eyes  that 
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told  of  three  years  of  silent  suffering  and  a  for- 
giveness granted  just  a  minute  too  late — three 
years  ago,  and  not  a  minute  too  soon — three 
years  after.  For  perhaps  Tom  would  have  been 
the  stubborn  one  after  three  years  of  patient 
waiting  for  a  single  word  of  regret  for  the  un- 
necessary anger  and  quick  dismissal  three  years 
ago.  It  suffices  to  say  that  now  there  was  no 
stubbornness  in  her  manner  or  any  quick  dis- 
missal in  her  eyes  for  Tom  to  read. 

To  a  hasty  whisper  from  Betty,  Jack  remarked 


unselfishly,  "  If  Eleanor  doesn't  mind,  take  my 
next  dance  with  her,  old  boy."  And  Betty  slyly 
noticed  that  Eleanor's  smile  in  acquiesence  was 
the  first  unassumed  one  during  the  evening. 

Betty  and  Jack  watched  the  two  as  they 
mingled  with  the  other  dancers  and  they  both 
recalled  a  similar  night,  three  years  ago ;  and  as, 
Betty  hugged  Jack's  arm,  she  said  gleefully,  "Oh, 
it  is  just  like  being  engaged  again!  "  With  one 
glance  at  Tom  and  Eleanor  gliding  past  just  then, 
Jack  assented,  as  he  looked  down  at  his  smiling 
and  happy  wife. 


SONNET  ON  HAVING  ARRIVED  AT  TOO 

GREAT  AN  AGE  FOR  ROUGH 

HOUSE. 

How  soon  hath  Time,  the  subtle  thief  of  youth, 

Stolen  on  his  wings  my  last  good  rough-house 
year. 

My  quiet  days  fly  on  with  full  career, 
But  I  must  cut  all  rough-house  out,  Forsooth ! 
Perhaps  my  semblance  might  deceive  the  truth 

That  I  from  rough-house  am  to  steer  so  clear. 

An  outward  innocence  doth  less  appear 
That  that  with  which  are  fortunates  enduth. 
Yet,  if  from  out  of  rough-house  I  must  go, 

I  shall  be  still  in  strictest  measure  keen 
To  put  the  Lick  School  sign  on  Twin  Peaks  high, 

In  hours  of  darkness  when  no  cop  is  seen, 
And  if  it  is  placed  high  and  not  too  low, 
It  will  catch  every  'Frisco  schoolboy's  eye. 


-With  apologies  to  Milton. 


The   Senior   Seminary 

By  Hayden  De  Lany. 


The  Senior  Seminary  was  organized  early  in 
August  and  the  following  officers  elected  for  the 
quarter:  Mr.  De  Lany,  president ;  Mr.  Cox,  vice- 
president ;  Mr.  Buzzo,  secretary.  The  first  paper 
was  given  on  August  12th,  by  Mr.  Cecil,  on  "Brick 
Making,"  and  was  very  interesting,  showing 
much  careful  preparation. 

On  August  26th,  Mr.  Gilbert  gave  a  talk  on 
the  "Manufacture  of  Matches,"  and  was  followed 
by  Mr.  Campbell,  on  September  2d,  who  treated 
"  Belting  and  Shafting  and  Their  Construction." 
Mr.  Neeley  had  the  floor  at  the  meeting  on  Sep- 
tember 23d,  and  gave  a  very  comprehensive 
paper  on  "  Sweep  Work  in  Foundry  Practice." 
The  following  week  Mr.  Benton  and  Mr.  Gibson 
gave  some  of  their  experiences  on  a  recent  boiler 
test  in  which  they  participated,  and  Mr.  Cecil, 
Mr.  Schmidt  and  Mr.  Gibson  were  elected  presi- 
dent, vice-president  and  secretary,  respectively, 
for  the  ensuing  quarter. 

On  October  14th,  Mr.  Fox  gave  a  paper  on 
"  Compressed   Air,"   which  covered  the   subject 


well.  '  The  Construction  of  Patterns  for  Screw 
Propellers  "  was  Mr.  Brand's  subject  at  the  meet- 
ing on  October  21st,  and  he  treated  it  in  a  most 
instructive  way.  On  October  28th  Mr. 
Bahr  gave  one  of  the  most  interesting 
discussions  heard  this  year,  entitled  "Au- 
tomatic Block  Systems  on  Railroads."  It  is 
given  in  brief  elsewhere  in  this  issue  of  the 
Tiger,  and  hence  needs  no  comment  here.  Mr. 
Young  gave  a  talk  on  "  Recent  Applications  of 
Electricity  "  on  November  4th.  His  technical 
knowledge  of  the  subject  is  very  fine  indeed,  and 
he  gave  it  in  a  very  clear  and  instructive  way. 

Mr.  Young  labored  under  a  handicap,  in  that 
half  the  attention  of  the  members  was  centered 
in  a  most  diminutive  black  feline,  which  made 
itself  at  home  with  Mr.  B.  during  the  session. 

On  November  nth  and  18th  no  papers  were 
presented.  Mr.  Drew,  however,  announced  that 
he  expected  in  the  near  future  to  have  two  gentle- 
men give  the  members  interesting  addresses  on 
certain  technical  subjects  of  which  they  had  made 
a  specialty. 


mi 

The   Senior   Dance 


Of  all  the  many  classes  that  have  graduated 
from  the  Lick  School  in  the  years  of  the  past, 
none  have  left  a  reputation  behind  them  that  will 
in  any  way  compare  with  the  one  to  be  left  by  the 
class  of  '04. 

Their  jerseys  are  the  loudest,  and  their  pins 
the  best  of  any  which  have  been  worn  by  pupils 
of  this  school.   But,  not  content  with  all  this,  they 


have  made  arrangements  to  give  the  "  swellest  " 
dance  ever  given  by  a  San  Francisco  High 
school.  All  those  who  have  been  favored  with  an 
invitation  may  feel  assured  of  a  good  time,  and 
when  they  enter  Native  Sons'  Hall  on  the 
night  of  the  18th  they  will  be  greeted  with  a  sight 
of  Lick's  fair  exponents  of  ping-pong  and  her 
huskiest  football  players  treading  together  the 
intricate  mazes  of  the  simple  two-step. 


A   Philippine   Fish    Story 

(Based  on  an  Actual  Fact) 
By  F.  W.  Bowley,  Jr. 


It  was  a  warm  afternoon  in  the  summer  of 
1901.  Two  persons  were  strolling  across  the 
parade  ground,  the  tall  Army  Officer  and  the  Kid 
Brother.  As  usual,  the  Kid  Brother  was  telling 
of  one  of  his  thrilling  adventures ;  this  time  of 
a  terrific  battle  with  an  eight-inch  trout.  His 
companion  wore  a  bored  expression  throughout 
the  long  recital ;  at  the  end  he  said,  "  Boy,  did  I 
ever  tell  you  about  that  fishing  party  we  had 
in  the  Philippines  ?  "  Receiving  a  negative  reply, 
he  led  the  way  to  a  seat  and  related  the  following- 
story  : 

"  When  '  F  '  Battery  was  in  Samar,  I  made  a 
record  catch.  The  island  was  full  of  hostile 
natives ;  Lukban,  their  general,  was  at  the  height 
of  his  power.  The  greater  part  of  our  battery 
was  at  Catbalogan,  while  my  platoon  was  at 
Laguan,  a  small  town  farther  north.  We  had 
a  very  irregular  commissary,  and  could  not  get 
out  into  the  country  to  forage,  because  there  was 
too  much  danger.  To  illustrate  our  poor  fare, 
we  lived  on  '  bacara,'  Filipino  codfish,  and 
nothing  else  for  two  months.  When  you  eat  ba- 
cara, you  take  chances  on  it's  being  codfish ;  it's 
liable  to  be  shark,  or  something  worse. 

"  I  had  repaired  two  boats,  and  was  able  to 
make  short  trips  around  the  bay.  Located  at 
different  points  about  the  harbor  were  several 
Filipino  fish  traps.  The  traps  were  made  of 
woven  bamboo  and  cane,  and  were  like  a  number 
of  funnels  fitted  together.  The  fish  pass  from 
one  to  the  other  until  they  get  to  the  smallest 
compartment,  and  there  they  stay.  My  story  has 
to  do  with  one  of  these  traps. 

"On  one  of  these  excursions  we  visited  the  traps, 
hoping  to  get  some  fresh  fish  to  break  the  monot- 
ony of  poor  rations.  Up  until  that  time,  we  had 
had  very  poor  luck  with  our  traps.    The  tide  was 


low,  so  we  could  see  into  the  bottom  part  of  the 
trap,  where  the  water  was  about  four  feet  deep. 
I  saw  an  occasional  flash  in  the  water  and 
thought  that  there  must  be  fish  there,  so  one  of 
the  men  stripped  and  dove  into  the  trap.  When 
he  came  up  he  looked  scared  and  yelled  to  us 
that  the  place  was  fairly  alive  with  fish — a  whole 
school  had  gotten  into  the  trap.  They  were  a 
tropical  fish  about  the  size  of  a  small  salmon  and 
having  delicate  meat.  They  are  much  sought 
for  and  are  served  at  all  big  banquets  in  Manila, 
and  are  considered  a  rare  treat. 

"  Three  of  the  men  got  down  into  the  trap. 
Each  had  a  stout  cord  with  a  noose  in  the  end. 
They  would  grab  a  fish,  slip  the  noose  over  his 
tail,  and  up  he'd  be  hoisted,  splashing  and  fight- 
ing like  a  demon.  We  worked  a  long  time  and 
finally  managed  to  land  every  one.  I  was  seated 
on  the  beam  across  the  top  of  the  trap,  hauling 
up  the  fish  as  fast  as  the  men  caught  them  and 
then  passing  them  into  the  boat.  It  was  hard 
work.  The  men  caught  the  fish  quickly,  the  fish 
were  heavy,  and  the  wet  cofd  cut  into  my  hands. 
I  have  forgotten  the  exact  number,  but  to  give 
you  an  idea  of  the  amount,  when  we  got  to  town 
we  required  a  large  wagon,  piled  high,  to  carry 
them  to  camp.  The  natives  had  never  before 
seen  a  catch  to  equal  it.  A  crowd  followed  the 
wagon,  chattering  about  the  fish.  There  was 
enough  for  my  platoon,  a  company  of  infantry 
and  most  of  the  people  in  town. 

"  The  soldiers  had  a  big  supper  that  night  and 
sat  about  the  tables,  singing  and  telling  yarns 
until  taps.  A  couple  of  weeks  later  we  drove  the 
insurrectos  back  to  the  hills  and  our  foragers 
were  able  to  get  rice  and  carabao  meat.  There 
goes  retreat,  so  come  on,  Boy,  we'll  see  the  captain 
and  then  go  home." 
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THE    FIRST    EDITION. 

In  publishing  this  little  paper  it  has  been  our 
aim  to  make  it  a  factor  in  student  affairs  that 
will  knit  the  student  body  into  a  more  compact 
unit.  We  have  also  tried  to  make  of  it  a  paper 
that  would  show  the  friends  of  the  school,  and 
the  parents  of  the  pupils,  just  what  we  are  doing 
in  all  lines  of  school  work. 


We  believe  that  it  will  prove  to  be  a  great 
benefit  to  the  school  along  both  these  lines,  and 
we  hope  that  it  will  live  to  work  for  the  interest 
of  the  school  in  the  many  terms  to  come. 

Our  readers  will,  doubtless,  see  in  this,  our  first 
issue,  many  faults  and  mistakes.  We  hope  that 
these  faults  will  prove  to  be  only  those  of  in- 
experience and  those  due  to  the  rush  and  hurry 
of  getting  out  our  first  paper  in  a  limited 
amount  of  time. 

If  those  who  see  these  faults  will  criticise  them 
in  a  spirit  of  charity,  and  not  after  the  manner 
of  "  knockers,"  it  will  prove  a  benefit  to  the 
paper,  and  will  help  to  make  each  succeeding 
issue  better  than  its  predecessors. 

ooo 
MANUSCRIPTS. 

The  manuscripts  handed  in  for  the  first  issue 
have  been  of  every  kind — good,  bad  and  indif- 
ferent. Some  have  been  quite  noticeable  for  their 
neatness  and  legibility,  while  others  were  con- 
spicuous because  of  the  opposite  characteristics. 
A  few  have  been  signed  with  the  author's  name, 
others  have  been  signed  with  a  nickname  only, 
and  the  rest,  which  constituted  the  greater  part, 
have  been  devoid  of  any  signature  whatever. 
We  hope  that  the  standard  of  the  manuscripts 
handed  in  for  future  issues  will  prove  to  be 
noticeably   higher.      If  contributors   would   only 
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remember  to  use  ink,  write  on  one  side  of  the 
paper  only,  and  sign  their  names,  it  would  make 
the  editor's  job  seem  less  like  running  the  puzzle 
department  of  a  Sunday  supplement,  and  would 
save  him  the  trouble  of  doing  stunts  worthy  of 
"  King  Brady  "  or  "  Sherlock  Holmes,"  to  find 
out  what  it  is  all  about. 

ooo 

AN    ASSEMBLY    HALL. 

The  Lick  School  is,  as  a  general  thing,  well 
equipped.  Visitors  from  all  parts  of  the  State 
remark  upon  the  completeness  with  which  our 
shops  and  laboratories  are  fitted  out.  In  factj 
our  equipment  is  considered  a  criterion  for  the 
preparatory  schools  of  the  State. 

But  in  one  respect  our  equipment  is  sadly 
deficient.  We  have  no  assembly  hall,  and  no 
room  which  will  serve  as  a  suitable  substitute. 


On  account  of  this  lack  of  equipment,  school  and 
student  affairs  have  often  suffered,  most  notice- 
ably so  when  the  annual  exercises  are  held  in 
honor  of  the  memory  of  James  Lick.  The 
students  are  at  that  time  gathered  into  a  room, 
too  small  by  half,  where  they  stand  from  twenty 
minutes  to  one  hour  and  listen  to  a  speech  that 
would  be  interesting  and  instructive,  no  doubt, 
if  it  were  not  for  the  fact  that  one's  feet  are  con- 
tinually trodden  upon  and  he  is  crushed  until  it 
is  difficult  to  breathe.  The  speakers  for  the  last 
three  years  have  all  mentioned  the  similarity 
between  the  room  and  a  can  of  sardines.  Also, 
for  more  years  than  three,  the  speakers  have  told 
us  how  bright  the  prospects  were  for  an  assembly 
hall  the  following  year.  Let  us  hope  that  the 
board  of  directors  shall  see  their  way  clear  to 
make  these  very  bright  prospects  blaze  forth  into 
an  assembly  hall  in  the  near  future. 


LJVJh 


This  being  our  first  issue,  our  exchange  list  is 
not  so  large  as  we  should  like  to  have  it.  We 
have  corresponded  with  those  schools  which  to 
our  knowledge  publish  a  paper,  asking  them  for 
a  copy  of  their  publication,  promising  to  return 
with  this  number,  our  first  issue.  We  may  have 
overlooked  some  schools ;  if  so,  let  us  hear  from 
you.  We  wish  to  thank  the  few  who  have  sent 
us  copies  of  their  publications,  and  hope  the 
others  will  show  up  in  the  future.  It  is  our  wish 
to  maintain  a  good  sized  exchange  column  and 
we  hope  we  may  receive  the  necessary  material. 

The  Adjutant  has  two  good  articles,  one  a 
story  entitled  "  A  Vacation  Romance,"  and  the 
other  an  instructive  article  on  the  "  Chicago 
Stock  Yards."  Few  papers  publish  articles  of 
this  nature,  and  as  a  good  many  can  write  such 
descriptions  easier  than  they  can  write  stories, 
we  think  it  a  good  plan.  Their  cuts  might  be 
improved. 

A  paper  like  the  Salute  from  Portland,  Oregon, 
is  only  of  local  interest,  as  it  contains  matter 
pertaining  only  to  the  academy. 

The  Mission  cover  of  The  Russ,  from  San 
Diego,  deserves  mention,  as  well  as  the  body  of 
the  paper.  A  few  cuts  would  add  greatly  to  the 
looks  of  the  paper. 

The  Acorn,  from  Alameda  High,  celebrates  its 
anniversary  with  a  new  cover.  "  Row  K,  Seat  6, 
Orchestra,"  is  a  very  novel  story  on  the  same 
lines  as  "  The   Lady  or  the  Tiger,"  by  Frank 


Stockton.  The  wreck  of  the  South  Portland  is 
described  by  one  of  the  passengers  in  this  issue 
(November). 

The  Olla  Podrida,  issued  by  the  Berkeley  High 
School  believes  in  long  stories — which  is  the 
proper  spirit.  They  set  the  example  with  the 
story  entitled  "  The  Army  of  Invasion."  Will 
they  keep  it  up? 


-ooo- 


Ode  to  Lick  School 

There  she  stands,  all  covered  with  glory, 

And  smoke  from  the  Garbage  Crematory ; 

Her  huskie  lads  in  overalls  blue 

With  dirty  hands  and  faces  too 

Pound  hot  iron  or  saw  a  plank 

And  turn  out  work  that's  simply  rank. 

The  pretty  girls  cook  doubtful  pies 

Which  generally  cause  some  one's  demise, 

At  cakes  and  pies  they're  rather  handy, 

But  mince  pies  are  fierce  when  you  leave  out  the 

brandy. 
By  this  time  you  must  think  we're  the  worst  of 

schools, 
That  the  girls  and  fellows  are  simply  fools, 
But  I  notice  whenever  we  play  football 
That  we  skin  the  other  guys  after  all. 

—F.  W.  B.,  '05. 


School   Notes 


Miss  Edith  Sherwood,  a  former  pupil,  visited 
the  school  last  Wednesday. 

The  usual  Alumni  Christmas  dance  will  he 
given  at  Golden  Gate  Hall  on  Monday  evening, 
the  14th,  and  it  is  sure  to  be  a  success. 

For  the  past  few  days  Miss  Adams  has  been 
absent  on  account  of  sickness.  We  all  are  sin- 
cerely sorry  and  hope  for  her  speedy  recovery. 

Seniors !  Hurry  with  your  class  dues,  so  that 
you  may  get  your  "  bids  "  for  the  dance  on  the 
18th.  It's  going  to  be  like  all  other  Lick  dances 
— splendid ! 

At  a  recent  meeting  of  the  Athletic  Managers 
it  was  decided  to  give  the  football  boys  black 
sweaters  with  yellow  block  L's  on  them,  and  now 


it  is  an  easy  matter  to  tell  who  belongs  to  the 
football  team. 

During  the  absence  of  our  principal,  Mr. 
Merril,  who  has  been  East,  Mr.  Hollis,  our 
former  chemistry  professor,  ably  filled  his  chair. 
Mr.  Merril  has  now  returned  and  reports  a 
delightful  trip. 

A  dance  given  at  Steinway  Hall,  for  the  benefit 
of  the  orchestra  and  the  football  team,  on  October 
31st,  was  in  every  way  a  success.  It  straightened 
out  some  financial  difficulties,  and  at  the  same 
time  afforded  enjoyment. 

The  girls  of  the  school  gave  a  luncheon  to  the 
football  boys  on  November  6th,  and  in  the 
opinion  of  the  guests  it  was  a  "  howling  success.'' 
The  table  was  set  in  the  modeling-room,  which 
was  artistically  decorated  in  black  and  gold  bunt- 
ing for  the  occasion. 

Minnie  L.  Harris. 
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The  person  on  whom  we  were  depending  for 
Alumni  Notes  having  failed  us  at  the  eleventh 
hour,  it  has  become  the  editor's  duty  to  pen  a  few 
lines  in  memory  of  the  dear  departed.  We  would 
like  to  devote  more  space  to  the  "  old  grads.," 
but  find  it  impossible  in  this  issue. 

George  Plummer,  June  '03,  is  attending  U.  C. 

"  Bill  "  Fleck,  June  '03,  is  throwing  coal  on 
an  S.  P.  engine  on  the  Coast  division. 

Frank  Small  and  Alfred  Fisher,  June  '03,  are 
attending  the  University  of  California. 

Walter  Land,  ex.  June  '04,  is  working  on  the 
block  system  of  the  Southern  Pacific  railroad. 

Milton  Allen  and  Fred  Long,  June  '03,  are 
both  attending  the  State  University  at  Berkeley. 

George  W.  Hawkins,  June  '03,  is  draughting 
for  Charles  C.  Mo  re,  at  First  and  Mission  streets. 


L.  Souther,  June  '03,  is  oiling  on  the  Korea. 
We  expect  to  see  him  a  chief  engineer  before 
many  years. 

Mr.  Alexander,  president  of  the  Alumni  As- 
sociation, is  draughting  for  the  Pelton  Water 
Wheel  Company. 

Claude  Kerns,  who  played  football  at  Lick  a 
couple  of  years  ago,  was  made  captain  of  the 
U.  C.  Freshmen  team  this  season. 

Ernest  Kopke,  ex.  June  '04,  is  working  as  a 
draughtsman  in  the  Honolulu  Iron  Works.  Mr. 
Kopke's  absence  is  keenly  felt  in  the  athletic  and 
social  circles. 

Heine  Heitmuller,  a  Lick  graduate,  has  been 
appointed  Custodian  of  the  Axe  at  U.  C.  In  the 
Intercollegiate  football  game  he  tied  the  score  for 
U.  C.  and  thus  prevented  Stanford  from  winning, 
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TRACK. 

The  track  team  of  the  fall  of  '03  was  a  decided 
success.  With  the  same  old  reliable  men  of  the 
past — Magerstadt,  Dodson,  Mollen,  Beck  and 
Gibson — many  new  men  were  developed;  Cope 
in  the  sprints,  Doane  and  Hotchkiss  in  the  pole 
vault,  Johns  in  the  440,  Naylor  and  O'Connor  in 
the  relay.  This  evidence  of  new  men  shows  that' 
interest  is  being  taken  in  the  field  days,  which  is 
one  of  the  necessities  for  a  successful  team. 

On  the  opening  of  the  season  thirty  men  were 
out,  and  under  the  training  of  Captain  Mager- 
stadt and  Manager  Button  they  were  brought 
into  good  condition.  An  inter-class  field  day  was 
held,  and  aroused  much  interest  among  contest- 
ants and  spectators.  The  day  was  won  by  the 
seniors. 

The  first  field  day  of  the  season  was  that  of  the 
San  Francisco  Athletic  League.  Lick,  entering 
a  team  in  which  many  were  novices  against  an 
almost  veteran  team  of  Lowell,  made  a  wonderful 
showing.  Cope  run  second  in  the  50  and  third 
in  the  100;  Beck  tied  the  record  of  24.1  in  the 
220  and  made  a  second  in  the  100 ;  Gibson  ran 
third  in  the  one  and  two  mile ;  Dodson  lowered 
the  record  in  the  half  and  quarter,  the  latter  to 
53  :3 — the  fastest  440  in  this  season ;  Stone  took 
first  in  the  low  and  third  in  the  high  hurdles.  In 
the  field  events,  Lick's  stronghold,  Magerstadt, 
took  the  high  and  broke  the  record  in  the  broad ; 
Hotchkiss,  Doane  and  Mollen  made  place  in  the 


pole  vault,  while  Mollen  threw  the  hammer  over 
140  feet,  with  Black  in  second  place.  In  the 
relay,  Lowell  fouled  badly,  not  touching  in  the 
prescribed  five  yards,  and  the  race  was  awarded 
to  Lick.    The  score  stood  Lick  69,  Lowell  61. 

In  the  Bay  Counties  League  field  day,  Captain 
Magerstadt  thought  it  not  advisable  to  enter  a 
full  team,  wishing  to  put  in  men  who  were  sure 
of  making  places.  Cope  ran  second  in  the  50 ; 
Gibson  third  in  the  two  mile,  and  Beck  second  in 
the  220;  Dodson  was  not  forced  in  the  half, 
winning  easily ;  the  relay  team  made  third  place. 
Magerstadt  won  the  high  and  tied  for  first  in  the 
broad,  Mollen  winning  the  hammer  throw.  A 
remarkable  showing  was  made  by  Sperry  of 
B.  H.  S.,  who  took  three  firsts.  For  the  first  time 
in  the  history  of  the  league  a  school  from  this 
side  of  the  bay  was  the  winner,  Lowell  making 
first,  with  Oakland  a  close  second. 

The  track  was  slow  on  account  of  the  rain,  so 
no  records  were  broken  in  the  nineteenth  meet  of 
the  Academic  Athletic  League.  Four  Lick  men 
were  placed- — Cope  in  the  100,  Beck  in  the  220, 
Magerstadt  in  the  high  and  Mollen  in  the  ham- 
mer. Dodson  was  unable  to  run,  because  of 
sickness,  which  was  a  disappointment  to  every 
one. 

Lick  has  fine  prospects  for  the  spring  meet, 
with  all  the  same  men  and  no  conflicting  football 
training.  Every  man  in  the  school  should  come 
out,  for  one  does  not  know  what  he  can  do  until 
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he  has  tried.  There  are  good  examples  in  the 
school  of  untried  men  coming  out  and  making 
their  presence  felt  in  the  field  days.  There  is  no 
reason  why  there  should  not  be  a  large  number 
out  next  spring,  and  there  must  not  be  any 
excuses ;  only  a  doctor's  certificate  should  prevent 
any  man  in  the  school  from  not  appearing  on  the 
Wilmerding  Oval  on  the  opening  day  of  the 
spring  training.  Captain  Dodson  will  look  after 
you  and  see  you  do  not  work  too  hard,  while 
Manager  O'Connor  will  prod  along  the  idlers. 

The  following  were  members  of  the  team : 
Paul  Magerstadt  (captain),  E.  D.  Button  (man- 
ager), Anderson,  Beck,  Black,  Cope,  Doane, 
Dodson,  French,  Gibson,  Hotchkiss,  Johns,  Jones, 
Moullen,  Naylor,  O'Connor,  Stone  and  Stewart. 


-ooo- 


NOTES. 

The  track  team  was  supplied  with  uppers  by 
— themselves. 

Thanks  are  also  due  to  O.  H.  S.  for  the  use  of 
her  tent  on  the  Academic  field  day. 

It  is  well  to  remember  that  the  school  holds 
two  academic  records  in  swimming. 

It  is  with  pleasure  we  note  Mr.  Magerstadt's 
name  among  the  winners  in  the  Thanksgiving 
Day  games. 

Lick  may  well  be  proud  that  Mr.  Heitmuller, 
one  of  California's  well-known  athletes,  was  a 
Lick  '01. 

A  very  enjoyable  lunch  was  served  to  the  foot- 
ball team,  coaches  and  manager  by  the  young 
ladies  of  the  school. 

We  made  more  noise  than  Poly,  at  the  final 
football  game  against  Berkeley  High,  drowning 
out  their  yells  and  joshing  them  roundly. 

Mr.  Wise,  treasurer  of  the  Board  of  Managers, 
reports  $72.40  on  hand  December  1,  1903.  Dues 


should  be  paid  promptly  if  the  surplus  is  to  be 
kept  up. 

A  boy's  basket-ball  team  is  being  organized  to 
play  in  the  Academic  games.  There  are  many 
experienced  players  in  the  school,  but  new  men 
will  have  a  good  chance  to  make  places. 
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BASKET-BALL. 


To  Prof.  Walter  E.  Magee  of  the  University 
of  California  is  due  the  credit  of  introducing 
basket-ball  on  the  Pacific  Coast.  Since  1891  it 
has  been  played  in  Mills'  College,  Stockton  High, 
Lowell  High,  Mission  High  and  elsewhere.  Last 
year  we  had  several  interesting  games,  beating 
Lowell  8-4.  Our  coach,  Miss  Edith  Brownsil, 
says  we  are  making  rapid  strides  in  team  work, 
and  we  intend  to  exhibit  better  playing  than 
formerly.  We  want  to  make  the  students  proud 
of  us,  but  to  do  this  we  must  be  good  players, 
and  to  be  good  players  we  must  have  systematic 
training.  Our  new  court  at  school  will  enable 
us  to  practice  at  noon,  and  Captain  Blanch  Pen- 
nington expects  to  develop  an  invincible  team 
from  the  present  material. 

Ethyl  A.  Merrite. 
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BASEBALL. 

The  prospects  for  a  good  season  under  Captain 
Charles  Naylor  are  brightening  as  the  time  ap- 
proaches for  regular  practice.  We  have  lost  our 
captain  and  star  player  of  last  year,  who  helped 
us  so  much  to  win  the  San  Francisco  Sub- 
League,  but  although  there  is  no  one  to  compare 
with  "  Scat,"  we  have  some  very  good  material 
to  pick  from.  It  was  thought  at  first  impossible 
to  find  a  pitcher  in  the  school,  but  Magerstadt, 


Apparently  the  Sugarie  is  the  Santa  Claus' 
Mission  Headquarters. 
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White,  Hotchkiss  and  Dodson  with  the  practice 
they  will  receive,  will  develop  into  first-class  Aca- 
demic pitchers.  There  are  many  out  for  the 
field  positions,  and  the  captain  will  have  a  large 
number  to  pick  from  to  fill  all  the  places.  With 
the  new  players  and  Naylor,  White  and  Hall  of 
last  year's  team,  we  should  have  as  good  a  team 
as  any  in  the  league,  with  which  to  repeat  our 
triumphs  of  last  year.  This  can  not  be  accom- 
plished, however,  without  the  co-operation  of 
each  member  of  the  school.  Every  one  should 
appear  at  the  games,  as  it  takes  money  for  Mana- 
ger Murry  to  carry  on  his  team. 


-ooo- 


FOOTBALL. 

Hurrah  for  Poly.,  the  "  Champions."  We 
guess  not,  there  are  others.  The  Academic 
League  inaugurated  a  percentage  system  this 
year,  and  it  worked  out  that  the  worst  team  in 
the  San  Francisco  Sub-League,  barring  Mission, 
came  out  on  top.  If  the  league  wants  to  hold  its 
reputation,  its  champion  must  be  the  real  cham- 
pion of  the  league,  and  should  be  able  to  cope 
with  any  other  High  School  not  in  the  league,  or 
the  championship  of  the  league  becomes  a  farce. 
Heretofore,  under  the  old  system,  the  best  team 
was  always  champion  of  the  sub-league  or  the 
whole  league.  When  the  league  allows,  and  a 
school  takes  advantage  of  political  methods,  to 
win  football  games,  it  is  a  sorry  state.  Lick  was 
euchered  out  of  the  championship  against  Poly- 
technic, for  in  a  straight  game  played  the  score 
was  10  to  2,  with  Poly,  on  the  short  end,  while 
they  were  only  beaten  on  a  fluke  by  Berkeley 
High. 

Lick's  first  league  game  was  with  the  now 
honored  sub-league  "  champions.".  The  game 
was  poor  in  the  back  field,  but  Poly,  had  luck 


with  her  and  made  a  touchdown  after  the  ball 
was  thought  to  be  down.  Then  Lick  settled 
down  and  by  straight  bucks  went  down  the  field 
for  a  touchdown.     Score  6-6. 

The  next  game  was  with  Mission,  but  it  was 
hardly  practice.  After  scoring,  Lick  attempted 
field  goals,  not  trying  to  make  the  score  as  large 
as  possible.  During  this  time  Lowell  had  played 
Poly,  and  the  latter  won,  23-0. 

With  this  Lowell  defeat  in  mind,  the  Lick  team 
went  into  the  game  over-confident,  and  the 
Lowellites,  braced  up  by  Hamilton  and  their 
recent  stinging  defeat,  aided  by  the  greatest  kind 
of  luck,  made  the  score  10-0.  This  by  the  per- 
centage scheme  made  Poly.  1,000,  Lick  666, 
Lowell  666.  An  agreement  was  made  between 
the  managers  that  all  ties  were  to  be  played  off, 
and,  accordingly,  Lick  and  Poly.  met.  Lick 
played  a  fine  game,  beating  them  down  the  field 
to  a  touchdown,  but  owing  to  the  heat  the  work 
was  slow,  and  Moullen  tried  many  field  goals. 
Once,  while  kicking  from  behind  his  own  goal, 
the  ball  was  blocked  and  a  safety  was  made  by 
Poly.  A  field  goal  made  the  score  10-2,  and 
Lick's  victory  was  complete. 

This  left  Lick,  Lowell  and  Polytechnic  even, 
and  a  round-robin  should  have  been  played  off. 
The  drawings  pitted  Lowell  and  Poly,  and  the 
winner  against  Lick.  Game  was  called  between 
the  former  schools,  but  Poly,  refused  to  play, 
saying  that  the  game  with  Lick,  the  previous 
week,  was  illegal,  and  the  contest  was  taken 
before  the  committee,  composed  of  Messrs. 
Charles  Harris,  J.  Gindotti  and  Paul  Bovard, 
who  decided  that  Poly,  was  the  winner  of  the 
sub-league.  Poly,  rejoiced.  Thus  she  had  pulled 
the  wires  for  the  championship,  while  the  schools 
were  enraged  when  they  knew  they  could  easily 
defeat  Polytechnic,  but  were  powerless  to  prevent 
her  from  representing  the  city  of  San  Francisco 
in  the  league.  A  city  that  has  always  had  a 
winning  team,  the  "  Queen  City  of  the  Pacific," 
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according  to  Mayor  Schmitz,  to  be  represented 
by  a  condensed-milk  brand  such  as  Poly. ! 

The  line-up  of  the  Lick  team  was  as  follows : 

Tackles — Bertz   (captain),  Egenhoff,  Main. 

Guards — Moullen,    Gillingham,    White. 

Ends — R.  Schmidt,  O'Conner. 

Centers — Hotchkiss,  Trengrove. 

Quarters — C.  Golcher,  B.  Schmidt. 

Halves — B.  Golcher,  Knoph,  Merritt,  Mark- 
wart. 

Full— Snell. 

Bert  Golcher,  right  half  back,  played  a  winning 
game  the  whole  season.  He  is  the  best  half  on 
end  runs  in  the  league,  and  made  spectacular 
runs  in  all  the  games.  He  is  right  half  on  the 
All-Academic  team. 

Merritt,  the  left  half,  is  another  member  of  the 
All-Academic  team.  He  saved  the  first  Poly, 
game,  but  was,  unfortunately,  injured  in  the 
Freshmen  contest,  nevertheless  playing  during 
the  latter  part  of  the  game. 

Markwart  played  a  hard,  bucking  game,  and 
for  his  first  year  out  made  a  good  showing. 

Snell  was  a  reliable  full  back  and  good  for  his 
distance  through  the  line,  but  was  somewhat 
lacking  in  speed.  He  will  develop  into  a  star 
player  next  term  without  doubt. 

Knoph,  "  an  Indian  (  ?),"  played  in  the  second 
half  of  the  last  Poly.  game.  Though  only  out 
for  a  short  time,  he  surprised  the  coaches.  They 
declared  he  was  the  hardest  man  to  tackle  they 
had  ever  seen. 

Charles  Golcher  showed  good  head  work  at 
quarter,  though  inexperienced.  He  made  no 
fumbles  during  the  whole  season. 

Dick  Schmidt  held  his  end  against  Kern,  the 
Freshman,  and,  therefore,  could  hold  any  man  in 
the  league.  Schmidt  was  always  down  the  field 
on  kicks  and  caught  his  man  every  time. 

Bertz,  captain  and  tackle,  played  a  very  fine 


game,  but  great  credit  is  due  him  for  the  team  he 
produced.  The  captain  must  have  control  and 
power  over  his  men  and  not  be  in  conflict  with 
the  faculty,  and  the  team  this  year  is  in  a  great 
measure  due  to  Bertz 's  work. 

Gillingham,  though  unfortunate,  played  a  good 
game.  He  was  opposed  to  the  Poly,  wonder,  the 
Chink  (Chop  Suey). 

Hotchkiss,  the  marvelous  center,  played  the 
finest  game  of  the  season.  It  was  due  to  his  good 
playing  that  many  points  were  made  for  Lick. 
Mr.  Hotchkiss  is  captain  for  next  year,  and  this  is 
ample  assurance  for  a  good  team. 

Moullen  was  left  guard  and  place-kicker  for  his 
team.  Besides  his  good  kicking  he  held  down  his 
position  well. 

Main,  crack  tackle  of  the  All-Academic  A.  L. 
team,  came  out  this  year  a  stranger  to  football, 
and  under  the  coach  proved  to  be  one  of  the  best 
players  in  the  league.  Whenever  he  carried  the 
ball  it  was  always  for  a  good  gain. 

"  Chick  "  O'Connor,  the  speedy  end,  made  a 
fine  record  for  himself  this  year.  Only  small 
gains  were  made  on  his  end,  and  he  was  always 
down  on  kicks.  When  he  ran  with  the  ball  he 
always  made  his  distance.  He  made  the  All- 
Academic  team,  and  without  doubt  was  one,  if 
not  the  best,  ends  in  the  league. 

Egenhoff,  tackle  and  guard,  made  a  creditable 
showing  for  himself. 

Trengrove,  sub-center,  did  not  get  much  of  a 
chance  this  term,  but  when  he  did  he  passed  the 
ball  well. 

White,  sub-guard,  when  put  in  played  a  steady 
game.    He  was  laid  up  by  an  injured  knee. 

B.  Schmidt,  sub-quarter  and  end,  stayed  with 
the  game  until  the  end. 

Of  all  these  men,  Dick  Schmidt,  Bert  Golcher, 
Merritt,  Markwart  and  Knoph  are  Seniors,  and 
will  not  be  on  next  year's  team,  but  those  that  are 
left  are  a  large  proportion,  and  the  prospects  for 
next  year's  team  are  excellent. 


Vr 


AfiND 


losaais 


The  Cooking  Class  has  caught  the  "  Carrie 
Nation  "  disease.  They  have  been  making  mince 
pies,  but  for  some  reason  omitted  the  brandy. 
They're  nice,  but 


HAPPY    NOW. 

Gent,  Miss ; 

Stroll,  bliss ; 

Ring,  Kisses ; 

Miss,  Mrs. 


-Bulletin. 


What  is  life  without  a  "  Spatchula  Knife?" 


Mother  calls  me  Arthur, 
The  fellows  call  me  Burke, 

Mr.  Woodman  says,  "  You  lazy  boy, 
Why  don't  you  try  to  work." 


Miss  Whipple   (having  occasion  to  recall  the 
classic  myths) — "Who  was  Pan?" 
Mr.  A-l-o-p— "  God  of  Dishes." 


Who  will  be  the  next  recruit  for  Miss  H- 
body-guard. 


During  the  excitement  of  election  Sammy  H. 
and  Eddy  S.  were  found  on  Market  street  at 
2  a.  m.  gathering  election  cards.  Kind  friends 
please  contribute. 


taken  a  Fillmore  street  car  for  a  lodging  house 
one  Friday  afternoon.  "Goodness,"  said  the  con- 
ductor, "  I  couldn't  wake  him  up." 


C.  Golcher— In  the  Odyssey  after  the  football 
luncheon  persists  in  speaking  of  Hy  phaestus. 


I  wonder  if  Mr.  Hewitt  had  an  election  bet 
with  his  moustache  as  a  stake,  or  did  he  get 
mixed  up  with  the  planer? 


There  was  a  young  lady  named  Greer 
Who  studied  drawing  a  year, 

But  when  she  got  through 

The  best  she  could  do 
Was  to  draw  most  exceedingly  queer. 


It  is  curious  that  Mr.  Wise  should  have  mis- 


MAYER  S    ELEGY. 

Woe !  Woe  is  me !  Woe  to  my  beauteous  shoes, 
they  are  not  appreciated,  my  beauteous  shoes ! 
Verily,  I  appeared  with  the  artistically-colored 
wearing  apparel  upon  my  tootsie-wootsies  !  Their 
charms  had  no  effect  upon  the  brutal  minds  of 
the  boys !  They  threw  me  upon  the  wet  ground ! 
Yea,  thev  even  removed  the  shoes  and  carried 
them  far  beyond  my  reach !  There  was  wailing 
and  gnashing  of  teeth !  The  tears  flowed  like 
rivers  in  spring!  Then  a  Good  Samaritan  came 
and  brought  my  shoes  from  across  the  muddy 
thoroughfare,  for  which  service  I  tendered  him 
a  dime!    My  darlings  were  returned  to  me!    I 
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now  have  them  upon  a  fair  altar  and  burn  sweet 
incense  before  them. 


There  was  a  young  man  named  Hewitt. 
Oh  !   Why  !   Oh  !  why !   did  he  do  it  ? 

The  planer  did  slip, 

And  caught  on  his  lip, 
Or  else  with  an  axe  he  did  hew  it. 


There's  a  lady  in  Kalamazoo, 
Who  bites  all  her  oysters  in  two ; 

For  she  feels  a  misgiving, 

Should  any  be  living, 
They'd  kick  up  a  hullabaloo. 

— Bulletin. 


Miss  A.  (to  History  Class) — "  Have  you  your 
histories  here?  " 

Class — "  No,  ma'am." 

Miss  A. — "  Please  open  them  and  study." 


A    FEW    NEW    BOOKS. 

"  The  Mystery  of  the  Wash  Broom ;  or,  Who 
Stole  Rodger's  Moustache." — Very  thrilling. 

"  The  Romance  of  the  Math.  Room ;  or  A  Six- 
to-One  Shot." — Very  gushing. 

"  The  Charge  of  the  Soda- Water  Brigade." — 
A  stirring  poem. 


They  say  it  is  all  the  style  to  wear  high  shoes 
in  rainy  weather.  Sapho  wonders  if  there  is 
anything  in  style  after  all. 


Mr.  W. — "  What  is  an  algebraic  expression  ?  " 
Smart  Pupil — "An  expression  used  in  algebra." 


Mr.  D was  explaining  German  titles.    He 

said,  "  For  example,  Herr  Bertz,  Advocate  Hund 
and  Pastor  Golcher."  The  strain  was  too  much 
— the  class  fainted. 


AN    EYE   ON    THE   NILE. 

A  Chinaman  touring  the  Nile, 

Said,  "  The  Sphinx  is,  no  doubt,  all  the  style ; 

But  yonder  there  be, 

Other  ruins,  I  see 
And  I'll  peer — amid  those  for  awhile." 

— Bulletin. 


Mr.  D.  (in  Dutch) — "  Ich  gehe  hinaus." 


Poorman    (just   awakening )- 
say  about  a  hen-house?  " 


-"  What   did  he 


A  gentleman  once  placed  his  false  teeth  in  the 
tail  pocket  of  his  coat.  He  accidently  sat  on  them 
and  bit  himself;  hydrophobia  resulted  and  the 
gentleman  died.  The  coroner  wonders  if  it  was 
a  case  of  suicide. 


Shiftley  (describing  an  experiment  in  physics) 
— "  And  then  you  take  a  whiskey  flask  (to  Miss 
Bridgeman).  You  know  what  a  whiskey  flask 
is,  don't  you  ?  " 


We  hear  that  the  "  Poly."  team  is  all  cut  up 
over  its  broken  China. 


Mr.  Hollis  (as  he  appears  at  lunch  time)  — 
"  No  more  lunch  thrown  around  the  modeling- 
room,  boys  " — then  making  for  a  bunch  of 
lunchers — "  What  are  these  scraps  doing  here?  " 

Jack  and  Chauncey — "  Those  are  Skin's." 

Mr.  Hollis — "  Well,  throw  your  skins  in  the 
barrel." 

How  about  it  Erskine? 


Miss   M.    (freehand   drawing)- 
is  the  longer,  G— O  or  G— H  ?  " 
R.  B.— "Oh!    Gee!" 


"  Which   line 


Little  Willie  was  asked  what  a  smile  was. 
"  A  smile?  "  said  Willie.     "  I  guess  it  must  be 
a  noiseless  laugh." 
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Mrs.  Newlywed — "  What  is  that  odor  of  cook- 
ing, in  the  hall,  John,  dear?" 

Mr.  N. — "  It's  your  mother  in  the  basement, 
my  love,  roasting  the  janitor!  " 

— Sis  Hopkins. 


There  was  a  young  man  named  Mayer 
Who  stopped  growing  at  the  first  layer. 

They  took  off  his  boot 

To  show  how  cute 
Was  the  foot  of  this  young  man  named  Mayer. 


Miss  A.  (in  History) — "Who  was  Joan  of 
Arc?" 

There  being  no  answer,  Miss  A.  is  about  to 
repeat  the  question  when  a  voice  from  the  corner 
exclaims,  "  Noah's  wife." 


Mr.  D.  (to  a  fellow  who  has  prompted  his 
neighbor) — "  Don't  contribute  the  wisdom  of 
your  learning." 


One  day  Mr.  Strauss  walked  into  a  dancing 
academy  with  a  friend  and  waited  in  the  corner 
of  the  hall  while  his  friend  danced. 

<  »ne  i  'l    the  ll <  ominittee  stepped   up  to   M  i  . 

Strauss's  friend  and  said :  "  If  that's  your  cane  in 
the  corner,  put  it  outside  in  the  cane-stand." 


"Mike,  why  don't  you  fire  at  those  ducks? 
Don't  you  see  that  you  have  got  the  whole  flock 
before  your  gun  ?  " 

"  I  know  I  have,  but  when  I  get  a  good  aim 
on  one,  two  or  three  others  swim  right  betwixt 
it  and  me." — Ex. 


SPECIAL  NOTICE! 

No  more  cats  will  be  cooked  in  the  furnace 
The  whole  plant  has  been  "  hoodoed  "  since  that 
last  one  was  thrown  in. 

(Signed)  O.  H.  Fiddes,  Engineer. 


tm 


Summer   Fashions   at   Del   Monte 


In  a  tour  of  the  southern  part  of  the  State  I 
spent  a  few  enjoyable  days  at  Del  Monte,  and  for 
the  benefit  of  those  who  did  not  visit  that  most 
exquisite  spot  I  will  enumerate  fashions : 

"  Hats  are  now  worn  high — some  reaching  as 
high  as  fifty-five  dollars.  Most  of  them  are 
trimmed  with  watermelons  hanging  daintily  over 
the  rims  and  falling  gracefully  over  the  shoulder. 

"  Dresses  are  not  worn  long — hardly  longer 
than  two  days  and  are  trimmed  with  Durkee 
Salad  embroidery  and  appliqued  with  baloons. 

"  Shoes  are  worn  high  in  the  neck,  trimmed 
with  Chinese  point  lace  and  looped  with  Wor- 
cester Sauce  braid.  Cotton  hose  are  now  worn  to 
a  great  extent,  decorated  by  embroidery  of  grape 
vines.    Some  of  the  hose  are  worn  with  as  many 


as  three  holes.  Louis  XX  ties,  held  up  by  stilts, 
add  greatly  to  the  fashionable  hobbly  walk  and 
show  off  the  hose  to  great  advantage. 

"  Very  lovely  are  the  new  fall  style  lovers. 
They  are  now  on  the  right  side  for  afternoon 
toilette  and  the  place  where  they  look  most  hand- 
some for  evening  wear.  A  delicate,  lacy  thing 
in  lovers  can  be  made  from  hair  parted  in  the 
middle,  brushed  until  shiny,  a  sickly  moustache, 
a  cane  held  between  its  lips,  a  prize-box  diamond 
and  dressed  in  one  of  S.  N.  Wood's  ten-dollar 
bargain  suits.  Preference  seems  to  be  for  the 
broad,  thick-skulled  lover,  while  the  stunning 
lover  with  some  sense  of  intellectuality  is  com- 
pletely behind  the  times.  Enclose  ten  cents  for 
particulars  and  catalogue."         Sanchez,  '07. 


Gems   of   Ancient   Literature 


COMMENTS   AND   EXPLANATIONS 

By  the  World  Renowned  and  Popular  Jim  Dumps 


The  following  gems  of  literature  were  found 
by  ourself  a  few  weeks  ago  on  the  Lick  Campus 
near  the  Kiln  House.  Waking  up  suddenly  dur- 
ing a  history  recitation,  we  noticed  a  queer  look- 
ing object  down  in  the  grass,  and  upon  investi- 
gating found  a  roll  of  literature,  some  of  the 
principal  gems  of  which  we  have  taken  the  pains 
and  time  to  review  herein. 

We  can  not  account  for  their  appearance,  un- 
less the  crematory  dropped  them  in  our  hands : 

The  first  to  meet  our  gaze  upon  opening  the 
bundle  was  the  following,  said  to  have  been 
written  by  Demosthenes  or  Demitrius,  we 
couldn't  quite  make  out  which.  Let  it  speak  for 
itself : 

'  There  lived  an  old  man  in  Tarentum, 
Who  knashed  his  false  teeth  till  he  bent  'em, 
When  asked  of  the  cost 
Of  what  he  had  lost 
He  replied,  '  I  don't  know,  'cause  I  rent  'em.'  ' 

Line  I. — Simple  statement  of  fact.  Terentum 
— a  small  burg,  about  the  size  of  Alameda,  situ- 
ated in  the  Gulf  of  Mexico,  some  miles  from 
Buenos  Ayres  on  the  Nile. 

Line  II. — We  would  advise  the  gentleman  to 
call  on  Van  Vroom.  It  has  been  a  wonder  in  our 
mind  what  could  have  affected  the  gentleman  in 
such  a  manner  as  to  cause  him  to  do  as  related. 
We  would  suggest  "  Peruna  "  as  a  preventative 
of  such  attacks. 

False  Teeth. — Owing  to  our  unfamiliarity  with 
the  above  tools  we  are  not  competent  to  describe 
them.  Our  mother-in-law  might  be  able  to  help 
us.  but  she  is  not  here.  She  kept  hers  in  the 
sugar-bowl. 

Bust  'em.-—  Phrase  denoting  vigorous  action. 


Said    to    have   been    written    after    using    Pain's 
Celery  Compound  and  Force. 

Lines  III  and  IV. — Good  example  of  poetic 
instinct  and  honorembic  exemeter.  These  lines 
were  cut  out  with  a  cold  chisel.  The  chisel  was 
dull. 

Line  V. — This  line  denotes  the  climax  of  the 
piece.  Note  the  striking  brevity  of  the  remark- 
herein.  The  author  was  of  the  Laconic  School. 
He  has  our  sympathy. 

It  is  said  that  when  he  finished  this  line  the 
author  fell  into  a  spasm  of  laughter,  from  which 
he  never  recovered.  He  died  in  Napa  some  cen- 
turies ago.  This  was  careless  of  him.  Poor 
fellow ! 


The  second  gem  to  meet  our  enraptured  (  ?) 
gaze  was  the  following,  author  unknown.  We 
are  glad  to  be  able  to  state  the  latter  fact,  as  he 
might  be  larger  than  ourself  and,  after  reading 
our  comment, might  cave  in  the  front  of  our  head 
with  a  hatchet,  when  we  were  not  looking.  We 
are  really  sorry  for  the  poor  fellow  who  wrote 
this  piece.  He  probably  tried  hard,  but —  Oh 
Laud !  such  poetry.  However,  we  will  let  that 
go.    The  piece  is  as  follows : 

"  There  was  a  young  lady  of  Lynn — 
Who  grew  so  exceedingly  thin, 
That  when  she  assayed 
To  drink  lemonade 
She  slid  down  the  straw  and  fell  in !  " 

Line  I. — This  first  line  is  also  a  simple  state- 
ment of  fact.  We  are  not  acquainted  with  the 
authority  for  making  it,  hence  can  not  vouch  for 
it.     However,  it  seems  probable. 

Lynn. — A  large  city  of  no  importance  located 
in  the  Aurora  Borealis,  about  a  Sabbath  Day's 
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journey  from  the  intersection  of  the  tenth  and 
eleventh  meridians. 

Line  II. — Another  statement  of  fact.  This 
author  excelled  at  this  sort  of  thing.  We  wouldn't 
be  surprised  if  he  turned  into  an  axiom  some  day. 

Grew  thin. — This  is  the  pith  of  the  statement. 
It  is  said  the  young  lady  didn't  use  Grape  Nuts. 
We  would  advise  a  change  of  diet,  and  for  the 
small  sum  of  ($1.00)  for  postage  and  packing 
only,  will  mail  her  one,  absolutely  free. 

This  is  all  we  can  find  in  this  line  worthy  of 
notice.  It  would  take  a  pick  and  shovel  to  find 
anything  else. 

Lines  III  and  IV. — It  is  to  be  understood  from 
these  lines  that  the  lady  in  question  was  given  to 
imbibing  the  liquid  mentioned  in  immoderate 
installments.  This  is  a  bad  habit,  so  our  mother- 
in-law  tells  us.  She  ought  to  know,  because  we 
saw  her  under  the  influence  once. 

Essayed. — Past  tense  of  the  verb  essay.  From 
the  Sanscrit  et  zunt,  meaning  to  strive  for  a  cer- 
tain thing  with  all  one's  might.  Lick  essayed  to 
win  the  football  championship  this  year — but  that 
is  another  story. 

Lemonade. — After  careful  search  through 
many  volumes  we  find  the  compound  in  question 
to  be  composed  of  the  following  ingredients : 
I  quart  sugar,  I  lb.  lemon  juice,  x  gallons  Spring 
Valley,  x  gallons  dirt.  Said  to  be  a  mixture  very 
conducive  to  dyspepsia.  We  were  going  to  add : 
"  Used  by  all  Physicians.  Your  druggist  has  it. 
Price,  50  cents,"  but  guess  we  won't. 


Line  I  . — This  line  denotes  a  great  tragedy. 
We  expect  the  Examiner  would  have  given  it  a 
front  page  and  inch  headlines.  We  are  led  to 
believe  by  this  line  that  the  lady  used  straws  to 
imbibe  the  above  liquid.  We  would  like  to  have 
obtained  the  inside  diameter  of  the  straw,  but 
it  was  destroyed  with  the  Alexandrian  Library 
some  years  ago.  We  were  not  present  and  so 
missed  the  show.  Our  readers  will  find  a  de- 
scription of  it  in  the  I chitarachus  Gazette,  vol.  3, 
No.  Coo,  published  April  1,  391  A.  D.  It  must 
have  been  interesting. 

Fell  in. — Tableau — limelights — curtain.  We 
have  no  way  of  ascertaining  whether  the  lady 
was  able  to  swim  or  not.  We  hope  she  was,  as 
it  is  likely  she  would  have  drowned  otherwise. 
This  is  only  a  conjecture,  however.  We  would 
advise  all  our  thin  lady-friends  to  be  careful  and 
hold  on  tight  when  they  endeavor  to  drink  lemon- 
ade from  a  straw  of  such  proportions  as  the 
above. 

We  know  nothing  of  the  author  of  this  gem. 
It  is  said,  however,  that  he  died  some  centuries 
ago.  We  have  no  reason  to  doubt  this.  In  fact 
we  hoped  he  did.     He  won't  be  missed. 

Well — it's  time  to  send  our  manuscript  to 
press.     More  another  time. 

(Signed)  Jim  Dumps,  per  "Newie,"  '04. 
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Apparently  the  Sugarie  is  the  Santa  Claus' 
Mission  Headquarters. 


A   Coon   Hunt 

By  Ada  Roos 


One  summer  about  three  or  four  years  ago,  1 
went  to  Lafayette  to  spend  my  vacation  with  a 
friend  of  mine,  whose  father  was  a  hunter.  Her 
older  brother  also  went  hunting  with  his  father 
when  he  went  any  great  distance.  One  moon- 
light Friday  evening,  at  about  6 130  o'clock,  my 

friend's  father,  Mr.  J ,  came  home  to  get  his 

supper,  after  having  been  away  all  day. 

He  told  his  son  W' to  get  the  ladder  and 

the  axe,  as  he  had  wounded  a  coon  and  had 
located  the  home  of  the  animal  in  an  old,  dead 
tree.  We  asked  him  if  we  might  go  with  him. 
He  said  we  might  on  condition  that  we  be  quiet, 
to  which  we  all  agreed. 

At  about  9  p.  m.  our  party  of  five  started,  each 

one  having  something  to  carry.     Mr.  J and 

W carried  the  ladder,  my  friend  the  gun,  her 

younger  brother  the  axe,  and  I  the  lantern.  We 
formed  quite  a  procession  when  we  left  the  house. 
It  was  a  good  distance  from  the  ranch  to  where 
the  coon's  home  was,  at  least  four  miles. 

We  climbed  fences,  tramped  through  stubble 
fields,  up  and  down  hills,  until  we  came  to  the 
dry  bed  of  a  creek,  which  we  crossed.  The 
creek  was  at  the  foot  of  the  hill  on  which  the  dead 
tree  was  located.  We  could  tell  the  tree  from  a 
distance  from  its  whiteness. 

A   steep   climb   soon   brought   us   to   the   tree. 

After  we  had  rested  awhile,  Mr.  J set  the 

ladder  against  the  tree  and  climbed  up.  The 
limb  in  which  the  coon  had  taken  refuge  had  two 

holes.    Mr.  J climbed  out  the  limb  till  he  had 

reached   the  upper   hole.     Then,   taking  a   long 


stick  which  we  gave  him,  he  pushed  it  down  the 
hole  and  poked  the  poor  coon.  We  could  hear 
him  gnawing  and  fighting  the  stick.  At  last  he 
became  exhausted  and  poked  his  head  out  the 
lower  hole,  but  when  he  spied  us  he  turned  back 
again  to  resume  his  gnawing  and  fighting. 

Mr.  J kept  poking  the  stick  down  the  hole 

until  the  coon  could  fight  no  more  and  finally 
crawled  out  of  the  hole.     This   time   we   were 

careful  to  keep  out  of  his  sight.    Then  Mr.  J 

hid  behind  the  broad  limb,  while  his  son  shot  at 
the  coon. 

His  shot  was  true  and  the  coon  fell  to  the 

ground  with  a  thud.    The  first  thing  W said 

was,  "  Pa!  Did  I  shoot  you?"  His  father  then 
appeared  from  behind  the  limb  and  we  knew  that 
he  was  safe. 

W had  made  a  hole  in  the  coon's  skin  as 

large  as  a  two-bit  piece  and  it  spoilt  the  animal's 
skin,  which  was  a  beauty. 

The  coon  was  about  four  feet  long  from  the 
tip  of  his  tail  to  the  end  of  his  nose.  It  was  the 
largest  and  most  beautiful  coon  I  had  ever  seen, 
and  he  was  a  load  to  carry  back  four  miles.  It 
took  us  twice  as  long  to  get  back  as  it  did  to  go. 

Mr.  J and  W had  to  stop  about  six  times 

to  change  it  from  one  hand  to  another. 

At  last  we  reached  home  and  were  surprised  to 
see  it  was  1 1  45  o'clock.  We  were  all  very  tired 
from  our  experience  and  slept  very  well  that 
night.  Next  day  the  coon  was  shown  to  the 
neighbors,  who  were  all  happy  to  see  him  killed, 
as  he  had  done  great  damage  to  their  hen  roosts. 
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Kozy  Klog' 
for 
Boys 


r>OYS,  IF  YOU  WANT  A  REALLY  COM- 
-L'  for  table  shoe  that  will  permit  your  foot 
to  grow  as  nature  intended,  and  always  be 
comfortable,  serviceable  and  stylish, 
step  in  our  store  and  ask  the  clerk  to  show  you 
the  KOZY  KLOG— a  shoe  that  fits  and  wears. 


fiaufmaiin's 

832   MarKet  St. 


GOOD  GOODS 


This  is  not  an  Jld., 
But  just  a  gentle 
Reminder  that  you  find 

PIT    ¥5     U     V 
ml?  jl^  ir\*  n 

20tK  and    Mission  Streets 

IS  THE  MAN 
TO  GO  TO  FOR 

Kodak  $f  Pboto  Supplies 


At  Developing  and  Printing 
He  Beats  Them  All  .  .  .    . 


HONEST  GARMENTS 

AT  A  FAIR   PRICE 

PFISTER   SWEATERS 

THE  BEST  ANYWHERE 
AND  FOR  ALL 

Pfister  Underwear 

Sightly,  Serviceable,  Healthful,  Comfortable 
For  ivlen  and  Women 

GYMNASIUM   SUITS 

WORTH  THE  NAME 
Boxing  Gloves 
Tennis  Goods 
Athletic  Supplies 


Open    Saturday   till 
10  p.  M. 


KN'nJriNGCO. 

60  Geary  St.,    San  Francisco 

— M— — — —I— ■■ 


DRAUGHT    PROOF 


There  are  no  draughts  in  houses 
in  which  P.  &  B.  Building  Paper 
is  used. 


P.  &  B.  BUILDING  PAPER  is  made  as 
strong  as  possible,  and  placed  between 
walls  and  floors  of  well-constructed  frame 
buildings,  keeping  out  dampness,  moist- 
ure, gases  and  vapors.  Ask  any  architect 
about  it. 

.Send    for    Booklet. 

PARAFFINE  PAINT  CO. 

24  Second  St.,  S.  F. 


PLEASE  MENTION  "  THE  TIGER.' 
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A.  T.  RAN  NELL  &  CO. 


NEAR   THIRTEENTH    STREET 
Phone    South    1116 


177-181  VALENCIA  ST. 

WOOD,    COAL,    HAY   AND   GRAIN 


Wholesale  and 
Retail  Dealers  in 


PAUSON  &  CO. 
World-Beaters  for   Overcoats 

200  KEARNY  ST. 


Corner  Sutter  St, 


SAN  FRANCISCO 


PACIFIC  PRESERVE  CO. 

1200-1202  Battery  Street,  San  Francisco 

Works,  San  Leandro 

Table  RelisKes — Worcestershire  Sauce,  Chow 
Chow,  Catsup,  Pickles,  Horseradish,  Vinigar, 
Sauerkraut,  Syrups,  Honey,  Etc. 

Pure  Flavoring  Extracts 


Class  Pins  Made  to  Order 

R  A  D  K  E 

Jewelers  and 

Odd  and  Unique  Designs 
Precious  Stones 


Designs    Furnished  Gratis 
8c    CO. 

Silversmiths 

118    Sutter   Street 


San  Francisco 


TELEPHONE     MAIN     G6S 


HE    THING  ! 


Educational 
Library 
Reference 
Holiday 
"Wholesale  and  Retail 


When  you  want  a  book 
of  ANY  KIND  send  to 
os.  Our  new  complete 
Catalogues  sent  gratis 
on  application.  &  **  j* 

The  Whitaker  &  Ray  Co. 

PUBLISHERS  AND  BOOKSELLERS 
723  Market  St.        San  Francisco 
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Horace  Davis,  President 
D.   B.  Moody,  Secretary 


MANAGING  DIRKCTORS 
Jambs  Hogg 
H.  Sherwood 


Sperry  Flour  Company 


Merchant  Millers 


133    SPEAR    STREET 


SAN    FRANCISCO 


Capacity,    8,000  Barrels    Daily. 


F.  W.  BRAUN  COMPANY 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

Laboratory  &  Chemical  Supplies 

School  and  Physical  Apparatus 
ASSAYERS'  APPLIANCES 

Strictly  Headquarters  for 

CHEMICAL    GLASSWARE 

C.  P.  CHEMICALS 

.  .  .  Full  Stock  of  .   .  . 

"B.  &  A."  and  KAHLBAUM'S  CHEMICALS  ON  HAND 

SPECIAL  PRICES  TO   STUDENTS 

18-20  Spear  st.  San  Francisco 

Near  Ferry  Depot 


Cable  Address .   Garratt 

(  A.  B.  C.  4th  Edition 
Codes  Used:  <  Western  Union 
(  Lieber's 

W.  T.  GARRATT  &  CO. 

Manufacturers  and  Dealers  in 

Brass  and  Iron  Goods 

For  Water,  Steam  and  Gas 

Brass     and     Bell    Foundry 

Machine  and  Pump  Works 
138  to  142  Fremont  St. 

SAN     FRANCISCO,     CAL. 
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Eugene  Dietzgen  Co. 


Manufacturers  and  Importers  of 


Drawing   Materials,    Surveying, 


AND 


Mathematical     Instruments 


14  FIRST  ST. 


Telephone  Grant  58 


San  Francisco 


ALLEN  &  HIOGINS 
LUMBER  CO. 


Hardwood  Lumber 


Fancy   Cabinet  Woods  and  Veneers 


N.  E.  Corner 


Spear  and  Howard  Sts. 


Phone,  Main  676 


San  Francisco 


Ask  Golcher,  the  Josh  Editor,  what   Campbell   was  doing   at   Stow 
Lake  that  Sunday.     It's  one  on  Bert. 


Baldwin  Jewelry  Co. 

Gold  and  Silversmiths 

.  ,  .  Importers   of  .  .  . 

Precious  Stones 

844-846  MarKet  Street 


Telephone  Main  1644 


San  Francisco 


We  can  find  the  flaw  in  your  vision,  and 
can  tell  you  what  glasses  to  wear  to  remedy 
the  defect. 


HIRSCH  &  KAISER, 

7  Kearny  St. 


Opticians. 
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TELEPHONE    BUSH     108 


WRIGHT    HARDWARE    CO. 

IMPORTER8    AND    DEALERS    IN 

BUILDERS'  HARDWARE 

TOOLS    OF    EVERY    KIND 

RUSSELL    &    ERWIN'S     FINE     LOCKS    AND     BRONZES 

L.    S.    STARRETTS     MACHINISTS'    TOOLS 


66  Third  Street 


SAN   FRANCISCO 


Tom  Dillon  ®  Co. 


EXCLUSIVE 
STYLES    IN 


TS 


$2.50-  =3.50=  =5.00 


626  MarKet  Street 

OPP.    PALACE    HOTEL 

£?     &     & 

MERCHANDISE    ORDERS 
FOR   HOLIDAYS 


CURIOS 


TELEPHONE 
RED  2897 

OTHER  STORES  AT 

349  Spring  St.,  I«os  AngeUs,  Cal. 
19  S.  First  St..  San  Jose,  Cal. 
709  K  St.,  Sacramento,  Cal, 
28  Pacific  Ave.,  Santa  Cruz,  Cal. 
735  Slate  St.,  Santa  Barbara,  Cal. 
Capitola,  Cal.,  Summer  only. 


LARGEST   BUYERS   OF  CURIOS  ON  THE   PACIFIC  COAST 

FIELD  &  COLE  CURIO  CO. 


S        327    Kearny    Street 


-<s> 


SAN     FRANCISCO 


OEALERS    AND    IMPORTERS 


Indian  Baskets,  Blankets,  Bead  Work  and  Pottery,  Mexican  Linen  Drawn  Work, 
Silver  Filigree  and  Carved  Leather,  Fine  Australian  and  Mexican  Opals 

TURQUOISE  AND  PRECIOUS  STONES 


Goods  sent  on  Approval  by  Express  to  any  part  of  the  United  States. 


PLEASE  MENTION  « THE  TIGER." 


42 


THE  TIGER 


CLABROUGH,    GOLCHER    &    CO. 

MANUFACTURERS    OF 

AtHletic  Suits,  Uniforms,  Sweaters,  Jerseys,  E.tc„  Etc. 
LARGEST  Supply   House   of  Fire   Arms  and  Fishing  Tackle,  Tennis,  Base  Ball,  Golf,  Foot 

Ball,  Polo  and  Gymnasium  Goods 


Factory,    2-4    Second    Street 
DEPOT,    538    MARKET    ST.  San    Francisco 


The  Park  Delicacy  Store 

PHONE  FELL   8136 

Dairy    Produce   and   Table    Luxuries 

FOR  QUICK  LUNCHEONS 

Cold    Meats,  Salads,  Fish,  Pickles, 

Olives,    Butter,    Eggs,    Cheese, 

Crackers,  Sausages,  Hams, 

Bacon,  Etc.,  Etc. 

SALADS    MADE  TO  ORDER 


616-618   Schradcr  Street 

SAN    FRANCISCO 
HENRY  W.  ROTH,  Proprietor 


A  Card  to  Those  Who 
Entertain 

EVERYTHING  FURNISHED  COMPLETE 

FIRST  CLASS  AND  UP-TO-DATE 

FOR  LESS  THAN  CAN  BE  ARRANGED 
AT  HOME  AND  NO  WORRY 


RUSSELL,  the  Colored  Caterer 

Mission  at  Twentieth  Street 

Phone  Capp   296 


Young  Mens  Tuxedo  Suits 

Also  Dress  Shirts,   Gloves  and  Neckwear 


The  Hastings  Clothing  Co. 


MONTGOMERY,  COR.  SUTTER  STS. 


SAN    FRANCISCO 
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WM.  LEACH,   President  J.  M.  ROBINSON,  Vice  President  SIDNEY  HAMILTON,  SecreUry 

KEYSTONE  BOILER  WORKS 

Successors  to  HAMILTON  ft  LEACH 

MARINE  and  STATIONARY 

..DUlLu  R  w.h 

Iron  Tanks  and  Plate 
Iron  Work 

REPAIR   WORK    PROMPTLY   ATTENDED    TO 


OFFICE  AND  WORKS 

Corner  Main  and  Folsom  Streets 


SAN    FRANCISCO 
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Pacific  Steam  Ice  Gream  Works 

G.  GALLETTI,  Proprietor 

Mrs.  M.  Dettlim* 

De^eMn""  "*  FINE   ICE  CREAM   WholMa,eReE„ 
Special  Rates  for  Balls,  Parties  and  Weddings 

CONFECTIONERY  and 

We  Furnish  Cake,  Spoons,  and  Plates 

Ice  Cream  Furnished  for  Hotels  and  Restaurants 

512  Hayes  Street 

VARIETIES 

Telephone  Park  315                San  Francisco,  Cal. 

SCHOOL  BOOKS 

G.  F.  Carrel,,  Manager           Tel.  Howard  2320 

Union    Overall, 

STATIONERY 

Laundry  and  Supply  Co. 

Wm.  M.  MEYER 

NOTIONS,  ETC. 

Corner  Sixteenth  and   Utah  Streets 

SAN   FRANCISCO,  CAL 

386  UTAH  ST. 

Suits  Renewed  Free   to  Customers 

p.  a.  Mcdonald 

Wholesale  and 
Retail  Dealer  in 

CoRe  and  Coal 

Del  motile  Creamery 

MR.  M.  DETTLINO 

PROPRIETOR 

519  Mission  Street 

Supplies  Families  with  Milk 

Room  510                               Telephone  Main  224 

ADDRESS 

YARDS : 

HOWARD  AND  BEALE 

386  UTAH  ST.,  near  17th 

SPEAR  AND   FOLSOM 

Telephone   Jessie  17S9 

SAN  FRANCISCO 

SAN  FRANCISCO 

PLEASE  MENTION  "THE  TIGER." 


Till'.  TIGER 


45 


Victor 
Soap  Powder 


G.  R.  LUCY  &  CO. 


MAKERS 


LEO    NKWMAN,  Prev 


VICTOR  K.   MATHEWS.  Scc'y 


Rathjen  Bros. 


INCORPORATED 


Fine  Groceries 

Teas,  Wines,  Table  Delicacies  and 
House  Furnishing  Articles 

39      STOCKTON      STREET 


NEAR    MARKET 


Tei.  Main  5522     San  Francisco,  Cal. 


M<AKES 

IN"  I 
Geo.  P.  Moore  Co,  *22  Mktst- s^ 

RACIFIC'COAST*D!STR!BVTERS. 


ROR     THE 


Largest  «<  Best  Assortment  of  Hats 

Cohl  Bros. 

267-KEARNEY      ST.-267 

OPPOSITE  SUTTER  AND  BUSH 


WHITE  BROTHERS 

(INCORPORATED) 

Hardwood  Lumber 

Importers  and  dealers  in  Oak  Ship  Plank  and  Timber,  Lo- 
cust Treenails  and  Wedgea,  Mahogany.  Primevera.  Teak.  Walnut. 
Butternut,  Cherry,  Sycamore,  Ash,  Spanish  Cedar,  Maple,  Gumi 
Quartered  Sawed  Oak,  Veneers  and  Dowels.  Special  sizes  fur- 
nished to  order  on  short   notice. 

Corner  Spear  and  Howard  Streets        SAN  FRANCISCO 
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I     WANT    VOUR    TRADE 

B.  ROMAN,  CLOTHIER,  875  MARKET.  S.  F. 


We  Make  a  Specialty  of 

Class  Pins  and  Badges 

For  Colleges,  Schools,  Societies,  Etc. 

WIRTH  &  JACHENS 


338     KEARNY     ST. 

Send  for  Catalogue 


SAN    FRANCISCO 


S.  E.  ELLIS 

Dealer  in    GENERAL  HARDWARE,    Mechanics'  Tools, 
and   Kitchen  Utensils 

Paints  and  Oils,  Mixed  Paints,  Brushes,  Etc. 

2016     FILLMORE     ST,  SAN  FRANCISCO 

Telephone  Geary  171 


You  Can  Save 
Time  and  Money 

BY  COMING   DIRECTLY  TO 

THE    NEW    BOOft    STORE 

23  Grant  Avenue 

FOR  ANY   BOOK  YOU  WANT 


As  Every  One  Knows — 

We  come  nearer  having  a  Complete  Stock  of 
Books  than  any  Store  in  the  West,  and  we 
consistently  sell  Books  at  the  Lowest  Prices 
quoted  in  San  Francisco. 

Latest  $1.50  Fiction,  Our  Price,  $1.08 

Lowest  Price  in  the  United  States. 
Catalogue  Ready 

Sent  Free  to  your  address. 


Phone  Jackson  441  Open  Evenings 

E.  E.  GIBSON 
PHotograpHic    Supplies 

Bromide  Enlargements  Developing  and  Printing 

2204  Fillmore  St.,  5.  F. 

SUMMERFIELD  &  ROMAN 

AGENTS  FOR 
CarHartt      Union     Made      ClotHing 

Cor.  Fifth  and  Market  Sis.,   San  Francisco 

C.  E.  Ehmann  J.  A.  McCormick 

Gent's    Hats 

Columbia    Hat    Works 

111-115  Fourth  Street 

Near  Mission  St.  San  Francisco 

Union    Store. 
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Drawing  Materials     keuffel  <&  jlsser  co. 

OF    NEW    YORK 

DRAWING  INSTRUMENT  SETS 


MATERIALS  and  SUPPLIES 


AT    SPECIAL   SCHOOL   PRICES 

Surveying  Instruments  303  Montgomery  ««* 


SAN  FRANCISCO 


Prof.  Geo.  Farrell  &  Son 

PRIVATE   ACADEMY 

For  Society  and    Fancy    Dancing 

COTILLION    HALL,    1310  POLK.   ST. 

Informal  Hop 

Every   Monday  Evening  at  8:30  P.  M. 


Cards  can  be  had  by  applying  to  Mr.   G.    Farrell 
or  a  Member  of  the    Class. 


Arrangements  may  be  made  for  Private    Classes. 


Hall  to   Rent  for  Dancing   Purposes,   Banquets,   Etc. 
of  Private  Nature  Only. 


Illustrating  the 
National  Note  Books 


Showing  the  Closed  Book,  substantially  b'ltmd 
in  heavy  Art  Cloth  (assorted  colors);  also  the-  "ew 
safety  catch  on  the  clasp,  a  feature  recently  added. 


Showing  how  the  Covers  Separate  to  take  in 
the  paper,  and  the  quick,  easy  method  of  re- 
lieving completed  work  and  renewing  the 
leaves.  Also  showing  the  Index,  permitting 
the  use  of  one  lock  for  several  subjects. 

Used    in  All    Grades 
of  Educational  W^orK 


HARRY    STENGE 
-^^MEN'S     FU  R  N  I  S  H  El  R  ^^- 


3  GRANT  AVENUE 


Phone  John  851 


SAN     FRANCISCO,    CAL 


SPECIAL   DISCOUNT   TO    LICK   STUDENTS 

SWEATERS.  JERSEYS,  LADIES'  SWEATERS,  TRACK  AND  BASE  BALL  SUPPLIES 

GANTNER   ©   MATTERN  CO.    20  POST  ST.,  below  Kearney 
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GOOD  PAINTS 

For   HOUSE    PAINTING 

.   .  .  ARE  MADE  BY  .  .  . 

R-  N.  NASON  &  CO. 

Paint    Mahers 

115  &  117  FRONT  ST.  San  Francisco 


TAMM  &,  NOLAN    CO. 

Varnish    Mahers 

WORKS  : 

Cor.   Utah.  &,  Alameda  Sts. 

SAN  FRANCISCO,  CAE. 
.  .  .  MAKE  .  .  . 

DURABLE    VARNISHES 


PACIFIC  TOOL  &  SUPPLY  CO 

DEALERS  IN 
High  Grade  Machine  Tools  and   Shop  Supplies 


Fine  Tools  and    Materials  for  Workers  in  Metal 

101    TO    111    FIRST   STREET 

Telephone,  Private  Exchange  177  S.  E.  Corner  Mission  St.  SAN    FRANCISCO 


THE   OVERALL   LAUNDRY  AND   SUPPLY   CO. 

JOS.  T.  CAVANAUGH,    Proprietor 


Mechanics'  and  Engineers'  Suits  Called  for  and  Delivered  at  their  Workshops  or  Steamers 


Telephone  South  303 


2>55    TEHAMA    STREET 

Spaulding  Building 


SAN  FRANCISCO 


PLEASE  MENTION  "THE  TIGER." 


Library 
Lick-Wilmerding  High  Schooi 
755  Ocean  Avenue 
San  Francisco,  CA  94112 


NAVAJO  WEAVER 


